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THE FAIfiDES. 9 

banks of the Seyem, the eyes gazing from 
that high window could discern colours flaunt- 
ing in the light wind, banners tossed about, 
and plumes, and gay dresses, and glittering 
arms; so that, in that part of the landscape, 
as a cloud or two passed oyer the sun, the 
effect was like that of rapid light and shade 
sweeping across a garden of flowers. And merry 
notes were there too: the fife, and the drum, 
and the clarion, rising up from below, softened 
and entendered by the air and the distance. 
The beHs of the cathedral chimed cheerfully, 
and altogether it was a pleasant scene to look 
upon, and these were merry sounds to hear. 

About ten of the clock, a horseman, followed 
by two or three others, spurred up from the 
banks of the Severn towards that house upon 
the hill. He came gaily along at a good quick 
canter, and his horse was a fine one, and well 
caparisoned. His bearing, too, was firm and 
soldier-like; but when one saw his face nearer, 
although he could not have counted more than 
five or eoz and thirty years, there seemed to be 
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traces of many cares and anxieties upon bis 
countenance, as well, perhaps, as a certain degree 
of' constitutional melancholy, not to say gloom. 
It was a very grave face — ^very grave indeed, 
yet high and noble in expression, with a tall 
straight forehead, somewhat broader, perhaps, at 
the top of the temples than over the brow. 

Some servants came round from the back of 
the house as he approached, and ran to hold his 
horse and his stirrup. He sprang lightly to the 
ground, and walked into the house, saying, 
''Take the basket ftom Mattihews there behind 
me, and bring it up. Take care that you don't 
break the wine bottles, for there is but little to 
be had in Worcester. The Puritans have drank 
it all up in a very godly manner ; " and, mount- 
ing the old stairs as he spoke, he ran rather 
than walked up to the higher chamber. There 
was an embrace for each of the two persons it 
contained-^-a lady of seven or eight and twenty 
years of age, still in her ftdl loveliness, and a 
little girl of nine or ten, exceedingly beautiful, 
and very like her mother. Their faces were full of 
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affection towards bim who came ; but yet there could 
not be a greater contrast than between the expression 
of his countenance and theirs. GheerM hope and 
glad expectation was upon the face of the girl and 
her mother, and melancholy thought upon his. 

** Here is some breakfast for you, Lilla, dear,'* 
he said ; ** and for my little Kate too. I was resolyed 
to come up for half an hour, and take it with you, for 
Heaven knows where our next meal may be.'' 

" WiU there be a battle to-day father ? " said 
the little girl; ''and will the King win? Oh! 
yes; I am sure the King will win." 

" I trust he will," replied the soldier, " if there 
is a battle, my Kate; but of that I begin to 
doubt, for the Boundheads have a long march 
before them, and cannot get here very early." 

''Then we had better come back into the 
town," said the lady, looking to her husband 
inquiringly, while two of the servants laid a 
napkin in one of the broad open window-seats, for 
table there was none. ^'I should not like Crom- 
well's people to cut us off." 

"No, my Lilla," answered her husband^ "'^Q.^SL 
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muBt not come into the town again. There is much 
confdsion there ; and, as sOon as the enemy appear, 
you had better retire with the servants to Pershore, 
where you will have speedy tidings of what follows. 
If we have to stand a siege, or repel an assault, it 
would be a, pain and a burden to me to have all I 
love pent up within those old and crombling walls.'' 

There was a look of remonstrance came upon 
the lady's fiEu^e, but her husband interrupted her 
with a smile, saying, "Come — ^to breakfiast! to 
break&st ! for I must soon get back. What, not 
a chair to sit down upon! WeU, we must make 
the best of our campaigning ; " and, standing by the 
side of the window-seat, he proceeded to distribute 
the homely breakfiast he had brought up fom 
Worcester; ate a small portion, but not much, 
himself ; and gazed with a look of thoughtful delight 
upon his innocent child, as she seemed to partake of 
the meal with double zest, from the rude and 
hasty way in which it was served. 

Perhaps five minutes had elapsed while they 
were thus employed, when a quick light foot was 
he^d coming up the stairs, and a lad some seven- 
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teen or eighteen years of age, richly dressed and 
accoutred, with his long dark hair flowing down over 
his laced collar to his shoulders, entered the room in 
haste, exclaiming, ''Lord Eustace ! My lord ! Cromwell 
is in sight — ^Kark ! you can hear his trumpets ! '^ 

The gentleman he addressed instantly started 
to the window and looked out, while his young 
visitor, with a slight affectation of manhood, patted 
the little girl upon the head, saying, ''Ah! my 
darling Kate, drinking wine at ten in the morning ! 
That's to make you a fit wife for a dashing cavalier. 
I hope your ladyship is well this morning. You 
will soon see some warm work down below ; but I 
trust before night we shall have one-half of the 
Eoundheads in.the Severn, and the rest in the gaol/' 

A slight cloud came over the lady's face, 
and she was answering, with a sigh, " I trust so," 
when her husband turned round from the window, 
saying, "I must to horse, dear ones. Bemember, 
you must ride to Pershore as soon as you have seen 
them upon the ground. Come, Denzil, we must away." 

" Do you see them, Charles — do you see 
them?" asked the lady, clinging to his arm. 
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Not fheir wliole force/* replied her husband, 
''those trees there hide them; but I caught a 
glance of steel caps through the brake ; and if you 
listen for a moment you will hear. — ^There ! there ! " 

The distant sounds of a trumpet rose upon the air 
and with one brief embrace he tore himself away — 
ran down the stairs followed by his young Mend — 
mounted his horse, and galloped back to 'Worcester. 

The lady's eyes were fiill of tears when she gazed 
forth from the window; first marking the course of 
her husband towards the town, and then turning an 
anxious look over the distant wooded landscape, 
where the forces of the Parliament were advancing 
towards the fatal field of "Worcester. In a few. 
minutes she beheld a dark moving mass— with 
catches of light here and there upon breast-plate or 
steel cap — come forth from behind one clump of trees 
and disappear again behind a little wood. Another 
and another body passed, foot and horse in very 
equal numbers ; but regiment after regiment, troop 
after troop, till the lady's heart sunk at the con- 
viction of the great superiority of their numbers; 
and her eyes turned to the royal army below. 
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A good deal of bustle was then obserrable ; 
andy by the aid of fancy^ she thought ahe 
could discover her husband, and the Eing, 
and Leslie; and Middleton, and Hamilton, and 
Derby. 

Long and anxious was her watch, till passing 
in and out, now seen, now lost as before, the 
army of the Commonwealth — ^growing more and 
more distinct in all its parts as it advanced 
— swept on — ^halted for a moment — ^marched 
forward agaiu, and assumed its position as if 
for battle, taking possession of the slope of the 
very hill on which she stood, and interposing 
between herself and the town. 

Her heart sank a little, and she gazed down 
upon her child ; but then a look of high resolution 
came into her face, and, putting her arm round 
the fair delicatB form of the little girl, she said, 
" We will see it out, £ate; we will see it out." 

'' Oh ! yes, mother, let us see it out," answered 
the child ; *' do not let us run away while my 
father is fighting." 

" iN'ever ! " answered the lady ; and there they stood, 
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while the servantB gathered tiiemselyes tc^eiher 
at another window, and gazed fortih likewise. 

AU seemed tranquil for about half an hour. 
An occasional horseman galloped along the line» 
tmmpets sounded from time to time, a slight 
movement took place amongst the infantry, 
some stragglers were seen moving about upon 
the rear of the Parliamentary army, and a stout 
heavy man, with ten or twelve other horsemen 
fallowing him, moved slowly for a Httle distance 
up the hilL Then halting, he gazed over the 
plain and over the town for a moment or 
two, spoke a few words to one of those near 
him, and instantly a horseman dashed away, 
taking his course towards the left. A large 
body of cavalry detached itself at once, and rode 
along the bank of the river, a fire of musketry 
began from the centre of the line^ and a cloud 
of smoke spread over the scene. It. interrupted 
the sight sadly, but the lady saw several large 
squadrons of horse put into a charge, and they 
whirled down like a bolt from a cross-bow against 
the Boyalist troops on the nearest side of the river. 
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Prom that moment all was oonfiiBion to eyes 
tmacoustomed to seek out and judge the events of 
a field of battle. Large bodies of men riding fast 
were seen through the clouds of sulphurous 
vapour: the flashes of the musketry, the gleam 
of waving swords, and the slow movements of 
some bands of pikemen, were caught indistinctly 
&om time to time : but all that the lady and 
her child could gather as to the result of 
these movements, was that the Parliamentary 
army was pressing down steadily and strongly 
upon "Worcester, and that the waves of battle rolled 
nearer and nearer to the town. 

It was a sight that made her heart sink, 
and her eye ran along the course of the river, 
towards a spot where she knew that a large body 
of the Eoyalist cavalry had been posted. She 
saw them there, all firm and in array upon the 
opposite bank, but a little further on, she saw — 
what they could not see, on account of a thick 
copse and a wooded hill which screened the 
operations of the enemy — two regiments of Parlia- 
mentary horse galloping rapidly towards a ford. 
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where the Btream took a sharp tarn. She clasped 
her hands together, and pressed them ti^it. 
What would she haye given at that moment for 
wings to fly and bear her friends intelligence of Ihe 
manoeuvre she had detected and understood right 
well! But it was an in vain. The enemy reached 
the ford, dashed in, gained the meadows on the other 
side, re-formed, and, taking ground a little to the 
left, became suddenly apparent to the King's cavalry. 
An instant movement was observable amongst 
the latter: two gentlemen drew out a little way 
from the rest, gazed at the squadrons which had 
so suddenly appeared, and rode to the oppodte 
extremes of their own line. A slight change of 
disposition immediately followed. The right of 
the Soyalists was somewhat extended, the left 
was brought a little forward at a slow pace, and 
then there came a temporary pause. The sound 
of trumpets was heard the moment after; and 
both parties dashed forward against each other 
with furious speed. They met in fiill career, 
while a fierce and wild hurrah rose up into the 
air and reached the lady's ears as she gazed upon 
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the struggling mass, now all mingled and confUsed« 
Her hands pressed tighter and tighter together as 
she saw masterless horses break away from the line 
and gallop across the plain, and knew that some 
one, as loved and dear to others as he whom she 
loved best was to herself, had fallen beneath the 
chargers' feet in the midst of that fierce conflict. 

"They give way! mother, they give way!" 
cried the little girl, touching the lady's arm ; ** the 
Boundheads are routed — See, they fly, they fly !" 

It was true. The temporary success of Mid« 
dleton and the Duke of Hamilton for an in- 
stant promised to change the fate of the day. 
Cromwell's cavalry did give way: the Royalists 
pursued fiercely and drove them back fighting, 
almost to the very ford. But at that moment 
a small group was seen to separate itself from 
the rear of the King's soldiers, and the lady 
could distinguish two or three troopers supporting 
a gentleman upon his horse. " That looks like the 
Duke," she murmured; ** No, it must be Middleton." 

Another group detached itself, but these were 
on foot — dismounted soldiers bearing a dead 
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or wounded num in their aims. Tlien tlie m- 
certain tide of balUe turned. Hie FnliamentBj 
forccfi ndlicd^-chargod again — the BoyalistB woe 
bcaton back over the gnnind they had jwk 
traversed, broken, K^att^rod, and flying hither 
and thither in parties of ten and twelve. 

The lady clasped the child's hand in her own 
— ^tight, very tight ; and the little girl wept 
They turned their eyes to the part of the field 
immediately below them. A terrible change had 
come over the scene. The Royalist forces wore 
not to be discovered — unless, indeed, the frag- 
ments might be distinguished in those small 
bodies of horse that were seen galloping away 
over the distant fields. The troops of the Pariia^ 
ment were at the gates of Worcester. 

** Pardon, my lady, but it is time for you to 
go," said an old servant, approaching from the 
other window ; ** the day is lost. You had 
better betake yourself to Pershore, as my lord 
directed. The horses are all ready." 

The lady raised her eyes to heaven for an 
instonti and seemed to ask strength from above. 
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'<No,** Bhe said at length, ''we will hide inj 
the woody Isaae. I will not quit this gronndj 
till I know his &te. Come, Kate, we may help jour 
dear &ther yet. Ood giyens courage and sncoesa!'* 



CHAPTER 11. 
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It was night— dark night. There were stars 
out but no moon, and, across many parts of 
the sky, long lines of dull grey douds were 
drawn, hiding the twinklers of the heavens. The 
clocks of Worcester had struck nine, and the dull 
vibration of the great bell was sounding, as if 
with pulses, through the heavy feverish air. 
The scene around the dty lay wrapt up in 
shadows, while the fdgitives sped far away from 
the field of their defeat, and the pursuers with 
hot spur hurried after. The dead in theic la&tk 
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rest laj in the meadows roimd-*three thousand 
•• gallant gentlemen as eyer drew a sword. The 
wounded, nntended, shared the conch of the dead» 
and lost part of their own sufferings in the sense 
of their royal master's disaster. Here and there 
was a light upon the field, sometimes seen 
wandering about, sometimes stationary; and the 
low creaking of rude cart-wheels could be heard 
seeking for the less dangerously wounded, or for 
those prisoners who had not yet been taken 
into the town of "Worcester. 

I^ear a low wood, broken and irregular in 
its external form, stood two or three Ptolia- 
mentary musketeers, with a. group of some seven 
or eight prisoners, disarmed and tied. A torch 
was stuck into a hole in the ground, casting its 
red unwholesome glare around, over the rough 
stem features of Cromwell's soldiers, and the 
sad countenances of the captives, and the green 
branches of the trees, and the turf dabbled 
witii blood, and the corpses of five or six gallant 
^mnpanions Mien; for the spot was one where 
9 flnee and last effort at resistance had been made. 
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fl 

The anned soldien were standing, resting on 
their guns; the captiveB were generally seated, 
though Boniie who had received wounds were 
stretched out upon the grass. Few of them 
spoke, but one man, a Scotchman, in the garb 
of a Boyalist foot-soldier, who was upon his 
feet, nearest to the musketeers, seemed anxious 
to ascertain the fkte reserved for them. He 
had put several questions without receiving an 
answer ; but, at length, one of the men, seem- 
ingly irritated by his pertinacity, replied in a 
loud harsh tone, ^* If you want to know what 
is to become of you, Scot, I will tell you, 
though methinks you would learn soon enough: 
you are to be sold for slaves into the plantations.'^ 

The poor Scotchman hung his head, and sat 
down dejected by his fellows. At the same 
moment a heavy cart came grating along towards 
them, and one of the soldiers said, '' Come, get 
up, get up; here is your conveyance." 

The cart had not yet indeed become visible, 
but the next instant the faint outline thereof 
was descried wending slowly forward, and there 
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ieemed two or three people wick it The 
as they looked Ibrwazd, thon^t tiiey perceived 
a woman's gannenta, and, in about a minatB 
after, thej saw a child also. 

That iiglit was seen hj anotha Hkewiae, and 
it told to a heart oppressed with grief and 
despair, the sweet consoling tale of Iotb and 
devotion true to the last He nosed himself a 
little from the grass, and the lig^ of the torch 
fell more strongly than before npon his fine 
form and noble countenance. The expression 
was still the same, and any dose observer could 
not hare doubted that there was a man of noble 
lineage and of gentle breeding, although his gay 
and plumed hat was cast away, and the coat that 
he now wore was that of a common foot-soldier. 

Slowly the cart roUed on, but when it came 
nigh, though the child still appeared — ^young 
and ^Bor, and graceM — ^the woman's form was ' 
no longer seen. It seemed to have dissolved 
into thin air, or as if the darkness had swallowed 
tt^ «p^ evioi as she came forward. So suddenly 
MB^ktely did it disappear, that one of 
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the soldiers took two or three steps forward to 
meet the cart, bending his eyes fixedly upon the 
obscurity before him; and when he reached the 
little group walking together at the horse's head, 
he demanded, sharply, ^^Was there not a woman 
with you ? " 

'*No," replied the carter, "there has been no 
woman here, unless you call this babe a woman." 

** And what does she want here ? ** demanded 
the stem voice of the soldier; "this is no place 
for children, or women either." 

" I am seeking my father, sir," said the sweet 
low voice of the little girl. ** I am sure you 
will help me to find my father." 

The soldier gazed at her for an instant, as the 
light of the torch, somewhat softened by the 
distance, feU upon her fair countenance and her 
rich dress; and he shook his head with a look 
not altogether unfeeling, replying, " Ah, poor child ! 
your father is not here ; we have none of your gay 
gallants amongst us ; your rufiing cavaliers and 
dashing lords have all been taken into the town; 
we have ^t none but the poor foot-soldiers, who 
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have been led like sheep to the slaughter by those 
who should know better." 

''But I am sure he is here, living or dead,^ 
said the little girl in reply ; ** one of our servanti) 
saw him here just after the battle, and he told ine 
where to find him; pray let me look for him by 
the light of the torch : " and she clasped her fEur 
small hands together with the gesture of earnest 
entreaty. 

" I am here, my child ; I am here, my Kate ! " 
cried a voice ; for, although it was ruin to all 
his plans, the captive could resist no longer; and 
the child darted forward unopposed, for the soldiers 
had not the heart to restrain her under the impulse 
of filial affection. 

The poor captive tried to rise from the ground 
to prpss her to his heart as she sprang towards 
him; but his hands were tied, and, before he could 
effect that purpose, the child had cast herself upon 
his bosom, with one arm round his neck, covering 
his face with kisses. 

The stem soldiers looked on much moved; but 
fho captive was surprised to find that; while with 



ber left ttm flhe dung domly to him, tbe right 
Bought out the bonds upon his hands, and scmietlmig 
cold, like steel, glided down his wrist. The next 
instant the cord was aerered, and his hands were 
free; and the child's mouth, pressed dose to his ear, 
irhispered low but dear, ** There's a horse at the 
comer of the wood. Mount, ftttfaer, and away ! '' 

His brain seemed to turn giddy for a moment, 
and the pulsations of his heart to stop. But the 
chUd unclasped her arm from his neck, and 
whispered once more, '^Away!^* 

It was the only chance for safety. The conceal- 
ment he had hoped for was no longer possible. The 
bloody axe which had struck so many of his noble 
friends was the only fttte before him; and, springing 
suddenly on his feet, he darted away into the gloom. 

As his tall figure disappeared, howerer^ the 
stem soldiers, with a £eroe cry of indignation, 
raised their muskets 'to their dioulders, and fired 
in the direction he had taken. A dirill scream 
burst from the darkness at the Tory same instant 
that the sound of a horse's hoo&, at the fbll gallop, 
reached the spot where they stood. 
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''He IB down, he is down!^ cried some of the 
men, rushing forward, whilst two of their comrades 
remained with the prisoners. But they fonnd no 
one, though they searched diligently aronnd ; and 
still the qnick heating of the horse's hoo& was 
heard, growing &inter and &inter in the distance. 
When they returned to the spot where the captiyes 
were, they fonnd the child lying prone upon the 
ground, pale as monumental marble; nor did she 
recover from the swoon into which she had fallen 
till the prisoners had been all placed in the cart, 
and the party were about to proceed upon their 
way. The soldiers threatened and reproached^ 
but they had not the heart to hurt her; and one 
of them, who was a Either himself, took her by 
the hand and led her into Worcester. He said 
he must take her before the Lord General, but 
she besought and prayed him to let her seek 
dielter in the house of an old servant ; and, when 
he left her at the door, he said to himseli^ '' If 
I should be ever in such a case, may my child 
do as she has doneP' 
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CHAPTER III. 
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"How the hours fleet away! Be they dull 
and heavy-footed, overburdened with sorrow — 
be they winged with joy and mirth — ^be they 
even-paced and tranquil in the path of life, 
stiU they go, they go ; and when they are gone, 
they diminish into a mere speck. "Nine years 
have passed away and it seems but a span; and 
yet if I come to think, my hair, which is now 
white, was then just turmng grey, and my eyes, 
that are dim now, were as clear as an eagle's. 
— ^But come out of the way, lad, come out of 
the way. There's a stranger riding down the hill, 
and I have not liked the sight of a stranger for 
many a long year." 
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Such were the words of an old man dressed in 
a black coat, with a broad-ended handkerchief 
round his neck, and bearing a respectable and 
even reverend appearance, to a good-looking comitry 
youth of two or three and twenty years of age, 
as they stood together upon the green sward 
beneath an old castle wall. 

Many a strong fortified house had been besieged 
and ruined by the cannon of one or the other 
of the contending parties in the great civil war, 
but the dilapidation of this building dated from 
a period long anterior, and the ivy had grown 
thickly over even the fragments which had fallen 
from the walls, marking that centuries had passed. 
Yet these walls were very thick and strong, and 
one could not suppose, to look upon them, that 
the hand of time alone had broken them as they 
now appeared. It was evident, in short, that 
some of man's desolating devices had overthrown 
the place of strength before its time— when, I 
know not — ^perhaps during the contentions of York 
and Lancaster; but, however, there it stood, a 
ruin. The most perfect part of the building was 
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the old gateway, with its two tall maohicolated 
towers and gaard-rooin over the* arch ; but yet 
the guard-room and towers were both unroofed, 
and the wind whistled through the empty window- 
frames — the voice of desolation calling to the dead. 
From either side of this gateway stretched 
forth walls, with other towers, surrounding perhaps 
an acre and a half of ground; and the court 
within showed many a fragment of feudal times 
in the crumbling masonry of the late keep and 
the broken tracery of the chapel windows. A. 
seedling ash tree had planted itself here and 
there amongst the ruins, and three tall elms in 
a group stretched their wide branches over the 
well in the castle court. That well had once 
been covered by an arch of richly wrought stone- 
work ; but, some forty years before the period of^ 
which I speak, the mortar having &llen out and 
some of the stones dropped into the water, which 
^as the finest, the dearest, and the best in the 
whole neighbourhood, the inhabitants of the 
adjacent village, who loved the well with a degree 
of almost superstitious affection, cleared away thA 
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rained firagments £rom aiound it, and left it neariy 
as nature had formed it, with no coveiixig hot 
the branches of the thiee ehns of which I 
have spoken. 

The castle well was, in &cty a spring of verj 
beautiM water which issued bountiftilly fitmi 
the turf in the castle court. Old hands long 
gone had dug a little reservoir for the waters 
of this spring about three &et deep and of 
the same width, with a length of about four 
feet — ^it might be five, but I never measured 
it. The sides of this reservoir were lined 
with flat stones to prevent the earth from 
falling in; and a semi-circular piece cut out 
of the slab at the west side suffered the super- 
fluous water to flow away into a little conduit 
undemeath the castle wall^ and so over the 
side of the hill down to the stream in the valley. 
!E*rom the distance of more than a mile people 
would come to All the pitcher at this weU ; and, 
indeed, so limpid was the water, that, although 
at most times the smooth sui&ce reflected the 
leaves and branches of ihe tiees^ above, yet 
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through these transparent ooloured images one 
could see tlie little pebbles at the bottom as 
distinotly as if no medium but thin air had 
been interposed: indeed, it only seemed to 
render them brighter, as if encasing them in 
polished crystal. All around, the turf was short 
and thick; and the elms and the well they 
shaded were so placed as to be clearly seen 
through the archway of the great gates by 
any one who was standing on the castle greei^ 
in front, 

I have been obliged to dwell upon these facts 
particularly; for the reader must remark and 
remember them as necessary to the due under- 
standing of this tale. It, may be also as well to 
point out that the castle stood alone, on what ma;^ 
be called tixe step of a hill, occupying a position 
about half way up the ascent, which was long but 
not steep. This step was a flat piece of some 
twenty or thirty acres ; and upon it, at the distance 
of three or four hundred yards from the old castle, 
were built several neat cottages. Below them 
again on both sides of the road, which, after crossing 
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the castle green in its descent^ wonnd gently down 
to the bottom of the vaUey, appeared the tillage, 
following all the sinnoaities of the path, and so 
closely embowered in trees, that ftom the old gain 
nothing could be peroeived but a roof or a dhinmey 
here and there, and the tower of the church zisiDg 
up from below. 

It was as pretty a rural sc^ie, indeed, as 
ever the eye fell upon ; and, whether in Enmshiiis 
or in shade, under the blue sky or the doud, 
there was something of homely peace and 
tranquillity about it which had a tendency to 
soothe the mind of the beholder, and call up 
images of a calmer and a happier kind than the 
heart was ordinarily conversant with in those 
days of strife and faction. 

The village had £ired well, too, in many 
tespects. At some distance from any of the 
channels through which the tide of war had 
flowed, few of those pertinacious heart-burnings 
had been engendered in it which had sprung up 
in most parts of England from the struggle of 
in the dvil war. The old clergyman of 
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the place, it is true, had been dispossessed, and a 
Presbyterian minister occupied his place; but 
good Doctor Aldover was a very meek, peaceftil, 
and timid man, and he had made no struggle 
to retain what the powers that were thought fit 
to take away from him, having been scared 
almost out of his senses by being apprehended 
as a malignant while on a visit to a neighbour- 
ing town, and examined by a party of Parlia-* 
mentary Commissioners. He promised them on 
that occasion, with all the sincerity of terror, 
to conform as much as in him lay to their good 
will and pleasure, and consequently resigned 
his benefice, without a word, at the very first 
summons. He had studied medicine early as 
a means of benefitting his parishioners; and 
now, as was frequently the case with dispos- 
sessed clergymen in those days, he studied the 
healing art more deeply for the purpose of 
maintaining himself. He acquired wlHIl and 
reputation too, and, at the time I speak of, 
was the only physician or surgeon in the place. 
It cannot be said that, though hi^ \^i^ \2^ 




44 THS LIST OF 

in stimiig np the confused canldron of Iil 
passions, and bringing hatred, malioe, and 
unchaiitableness to the surface. 

Surely, at such epochs as these, a man m 
well wish to live, " the world forgetting^ I 
the world forgot." But it is not very ofba 
that he can find such a state in its oompletenesi 
as might have been done at the time I speak 
of, in the village that I have mentioned. The 
Presbyterian minister was at the height of hit 
ambition. There was nothing more for hin 
to have or to desire. He had dispossessed an 
Episcopalian of his church and benefice— he had 
sat himself down amongst a knot of his co- 
religionists, to whom he could hold forth con- 
tinually upon predestination, and election, and 
free grace. He met with no opposition and 
very little dissent from his doctrines, and he 
did not at all want to be disturbed in Hie 
exercise of functions which worked so easily by 
Baptists, Anabaptbts, Independents^ or Fiftb 
Monarchy men. 

Doctor Aldover had still greater objections to 
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any interruptions of the quietude of the place; 
and lie it was, to say the truth, who, standing 
before the castle gate with a youth, the son of | 
one of his patients, was struck with so much terror 
at the sight of a stranger, and hurried away so 
precipitately towards his own house in the yillage. 
In the meantinie, the horseman whoni he 
had perceived coming down the hiU descended' 
slowly ; and it would appear that his quiet 
pace was the effect, more of curiosity in regard 
to the country than of apprehension for his 
horse's knees, for he stopped altogether more 
than once, and seemed to gaze over the sur-, 
rounding scene. He took no notice whatsoever} 
of the two who turned away at his approach : ; 
andy at length, he reached the step in the hill 
which I have described, and drew in Ms rein 
before the castle gates. Whether it was the 
oeauty of the scene that attracted him, or some 
personal interest in the spot| I cannot tell ; 
but, after looking round him for a moment, he 
dismounted, threw the heavy stirrups across the 

saddle, and leading his horse undsc ^<^ i^CkS^^^ 

a 
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of the old walls at the northem angles whete 
the gnBB was Inxoiiaiit bat somewhat rank, he 
left him to feed, as if there was a perfiwt 
imdentandiog between man and beast as to their 
pilgrimage together through this world. Then, 
coming round to the western side himself, on 
whic}i the declining son was beginning to shine, 
he seated himself in the shadow of the arch-way, 
crossed his arms upon his chest, and fell into 
« fit of meditation. 

Kow, whether meditation always ends in a 
conyiction of its own inutility, and men, before 
it has gone on long, come to the conclusion of 
one of the best of our mocking-bird poets, that 

«< Thinkiiig is nothing but a waste of thought, 

And nought is eyerything, and ererything is nought : ** 

or whether there be something of a retro-actiLve 
mesmerism in the yery operation of thinking, 
which sends the thinker asleep as potently as the 
communication of his thoughts sometimes sends 
others ; certain it is that reveries, espedally after 
A long ride, are very apt — at least, it is so with 
myself— to end in a nap. The traveller, if one 
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niglit jadge by his dress, wHoh was yery iaaty, 
had come that day somewhat more than a good 
morning's march : and his meditations, after haying 
continued profoundly for about five minutes, con- 
'duded in the abandonment of all meditations. 
His eyes closed, his head leaned back i^iainst 
the angle of the masonry, and his hat pressed 
off formed an indifferent pOlow, while his dark 
brown hair escaping from beneath refiited without 
words the &mouB tract upon ''The unloveliness 
of lovelocks.'* 

In short, he was a very handsome young man, 
of some seven or eight and twenty; and the 
bright glossy curls of his long abundant hair 
suited his face much better than the short crop 
of the Parliamentary soldier, or the sleek straight- 
cut hair of the puritanical preacher. 

He slept there undisturbed for neai^ half an 
hour; and whether he dreamed at all, or did not 
dream — ^whether his slumbers were sweet and 
balmy, or . trouUed and restlesa— none knew so 
well as his horse; for the animal, after having 
cropped the grass for about a quarter of an hour^ 
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came quietly np to his master, and looked at 
him with a pensive serionsnessi veiy edifying to 
heholdy as if he were reasoning npon the quality 
of sleep, or wondering what the mischief his 
master could be about. At the end of the time 
I have mentioned, however, the horse gave a 
sudden start, and a stamp with his foot; and 
the traveller, springing on his feet, found the 
sun upon the very ^ verge of the horizon, pouring 
a rich stream of purple light straight through 
the great gates and over the green turf of the 
castle yard. 

As was very natural with a horse, after having 
been ridden throughout a dusty day, the beasf s 
nose was extended straight towards the well in 
the castle yard ; and the young gentleman, turning 
his eyes in that direction likewise, beheld, with 
a strange peculiar feeling which he could not 
account for, a female form of exquisite beauty 
and grace standing on the opposite side of the 
little well, and gazing apparently towards the 
setting sun. She was clothed altogether in 
white, and though the shadow of the trees fell 
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oyer her, yet there was at that moment a sort of 
airy lustre upon her face and person, which 
spread, as it seemed, through the atmosphere 
roimd her, catching even upon the rugged trunks 
of the elms and the leaves immediately over her 
head, very much affcer the fashion of the glory 
round the figures of saints in pictures of the 
second or third epoch of art. She was slight 
and small of stature; but it seemed, to the daz- 
zled and surprised eyes of the traveller, that 
never in mortal form had he beheld so much 
symmetry and grace. He could hardly believe 
that he was awake; and yet everything was 
clear and palpable around him: the old castle 
and its grey walls, and the green ivy, the yard, 
the chapel, the castle green, the horse which had 
borne him so &r. But still he almost fmcied 
that he was sleeping, for the being before him, 
dressed in a feishion different from that of the 
day, looked so much like the creature of some 
brilliant dream that he could hardly imagine 
it reality. He took a step or two towards her; 
' and was convinced that he was waking by 
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Beemg l&e reflectioii of Hie same figure in the 
limpid waters of the well near which she stood. 
The next instant another sense was called 
upon to bear testimony to the troth of what 
his eyes ayouched, for a sweet and musical 
voice, iiioogh somewhat melancholy in tone 
withal, pronounced three times the word 
^'Back!'' But, as he still advanced, tiie figure 
retreated step by step before him, seeming to 
become thinner, less substantial, more shadowy; 
first losing its peculiar radiance, then becoming 
dimmer in outline, and then being but faintly 
seen, as it entered the dark shadows cast by 
the old chapel, still keeping, however, its 
face towards him. 

He was one not easily daunted, and he exclaimed 
aloud, ''Lady! lady! grant me one word of 
direction, for I am not sure of my way ! " At 
the same moment he sprang across the old well, 
bending down his eyes for a single instant to 
make sure of his leap. When he raised them 
again, the figure was gone, and he stood gazing 
upon the chapel like one bewildered. 



CHAPTER IT. 



*^^ > *t^*0*0>0*0t0^ » ^^^ 



Is passing from the oastle to the higher part 
of the Tillage^ there was a little lane between 
two trimmed hedge-rows, with gardens on either 
side, filled not only with fruit-bearing trees but 
with several broad oaks and long-armed beeches, 
and here and there a poplar towering np and 
looking in the shadowy evening by no means 
tmlike a cypress. The hedge on the left ended 
in 8 neat paling, defending from Hie encroach- 
ment of dogs and urchins a small strip of flower- 
garden lying between the lane and a moderate-sized 
house. As soon as you had passed the house 
you found yourself upon a good wide piece of 
broken turf, flanking the sandy main road, and 
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ornamented witli a row of elms ; and the eye 
could range down the highway between houses 
and gardens and groups of trees and broad patches 
of waste green, dotted with sundry geese gobbling 
the short grass, into the more populous part of 
the village, till, taking a gentle turn, its further 
course was lost, just when the church came in 
sight, with the wall of the church-yard extending 
to the edge of the road. 

The house on the left of the lane — ^I mean the 
house with the little strip of flower-garden — was 
both neat and picturesque, a combination not 
frequently found. The lower story — ^whether upon 
the consideration that land was dear and sky was 
cheap — ^had been so constructed as to occupy 
considerably less space than the upper story, 
which projected on every side nearly a foot and 
a half beyond the sub-structure, resting on massive 
beams, which were supported by the walls beneath. 
The roof was thatched, but in the most perfect 
order and repair, and the walls were nicely 
whitewashed, although an immense quantity of 
superfluous timber, forming a sort of curious 



THE FAIBIES. 63 

pattern upon the front and sides, was still distinctly 
visible, giTing the whole building the appearance 
of being oovered with a damask table-doth. 

Here lived good Doctor Aldover; and, towards 
the honr of sunset on the day I have mentioned, 
he was sitting, as was not at all nncommon in those 
times, before his own door, with a table by his 
side, and a jug of ale npon it. 

Close to him, hat in hand and ready to depart, 
was the youth with whom we have seen him 
speaking upon the green before the old castle ; 
but upon the olher side of the table, seated on 
a settle, was the Presbyterian minister, a thin, 
worn, ascetic-looking personage, of fifty-six or 
fifty-seven years of age, whose somewhat hard 
features and fallen cheeks gave an expression of 
sourness and implacability to his countenance, 
except at those moments when an accidental 
smile played upon his lips, serving as a better 
interpreter to his heart. 

The good clerical doctor dismissed the youth 
with an assurance that his fiither would do very 
well if he would take the medicines ordered 
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him. ** Y<m see to it yomsel^ John Brownlow/' 
he said; **£oir I have a great notion, my maiii 
that moie of the potions go nnder the bed ttan 
into the months and TU call npon him again 
to-monow. I shall find him out, depend npon it" 

''Then yon don't think he's bewitched, sir?" 
said the yomig man with a sly smile. 

'' Bewitched ? befiddled ! " exclaimed Doctor 
Aldoyer; ** no such thing, it is all nonsense- 
get away with yon." 

The yonng man retired at his bidding ; bnt 
the Beverend Gideon Samson shook his head wifli 
a grave and donbtfdl expression of countenance, 
observing, ''I hope, my good and learned friend, 
your observation just now does not extend to 
imply a disbelief in the actoal existence of witches 
or in the apparition of the spirits of the dead?" 

*'Way, Heaven forbid, reverend sir," replied 
Doctor Aldover. " That witches have existed we 
know from the Book of books ; and Hiat spirits 
have appeared and do appear is rendered posi- 
tively certain by direct testimony which cannot be 
gainsayed ; bnt whether these be mere astral spirits, 
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or really and truly the disembodied souls of departed 
personsy sometimes puzzles me sorely to determine.'* 

^'Astral spirits!*' exclaimed Mr. Gideon Sam- 
son. ** That is a mere fantastic absurdity, 
Doctor Aldover — a mode of explaining away 
facts which both Scripture, common sense, and 
eyidence require us to believe. I suppose your 
sceptical coxcombs would have it that this fairy 
of the castle is an astral spirit, jforsooth; but I 
will ever maintain that it is purely and simply 
the reappearance on this earth of a person long 
dead, permitted, for some inscrutable purpose, to 
revisit scenes once ^miliar. I suppose, Doctor, you 
do not think fit to disbelieve in this apparition, 
at least, when it has been seen by so many." 

'.'Heaven forUd that I should disbelieve in the 
fairy I '' answered Doctor Aldover meekly. *' Have 
I not seen her myself, which is better than all 
argument, my reverend Mend ? *' 

''I don't know that," answered Mr. Samson, who 
was in a disputatious mood : *' there are some modes 
of argument, Doctor Aldover, which are more con- 
vincing than even the evidence of our own senses." 
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A 9ty smile came vpan, ihe wnrQxj Boetoi^s 
face; but the caavamtkm. wis eat duct hj ih» 
sppeaaauSb of a tiiiid penomge on llie aoene; 
no otiiery in &ct^ ihaa flie yomig abanger irbo 
had paased a povtion of flie ewaaag in deeping 
under flie eaafle iraOa. Hie walked finwaid 
slowly and giavefy in tiie twilic^ leading lus 
haaehyihe hiidle, as if eiflier weaiy with a loQg 
nde, or bosy with deep meditatiaos ; and, as he 
approadied the spot where Doctor Aldover and 
his oompamon wero sittings he zaised his ejea 
and lodced at them steadily^ and then, with a 
graoefol sdntation, addressed the worthy ^ysiGiai^ 
inquiring if he coold direct Mm to an inn, or any 
place where he coold obtain accommodation fiv 
his beast and himself daring the night. 

^There are lew imis or tavems in this n&fjtir 
boorhood, I thank God!" said Mr. Gideon Samson, 
taking Qie words oat of Doctor Aldoyer's moofli. 
''We hare not here mach to do with lewd travid- 
lers, and no habitaal revellers of oar own: tboae 
are evils we are free from at least" 

» 

Xhe answer was certainly not civil, but yet 
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the yotmg stranger only heard it with a smile. 
** There may be other travellers, my good sir/* 
he said, ''besides those whom you designate by. 
so harsh a name; and I trust I am one of them. 
There are travellers for business as well as for 
pleasure; and they needs must find some place 
of public entertainment if they have no Mends 
in the part of the country where they may be. 
Such is my case at present, and I shall think it 
somewhat hard, if, with a weary beast and tired 
limbs of my own, I am forced to journey many 
miles onward, because some people might make 
evil uses of an inn were such a thing tolerated 
in the village." 

This reply seemed somewhat to soothe the 
worthy Presbyterian, who, as has been before 
explained, was not by nature a harsh or. unkind 
man, though, as is always the case with sects 
claiming the utmost extent of free judgment, he 
was somewhat intolerant of the opinions of others. 
His second reply, however, though couched ia 
rather more courteous terms than the first, was 
but little more satisfSftotory to the stranger; for it 
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only went to show him that there was but small 
chance of his obtaining any acconmiodation in a 
place where, for some reason or another^ he was 
determined to remain. 

His face displayed the mortification wbicb lie 
felt very clearly, and, just as he was turning away . 
with an expression of thanks for what little 
information he had obtained, good Doctor Aldover, 

m 

who had been gazing at him with some interest, 
but without speaking, came to his relief, saying, 
** My dwelling is a very hinnble one, sir ; but, 
if you ean content yourself with that, such accom- 
modation as it can afford is very much at your 
service for the night." 

The young man's countenance brightened 
instantly ; and, after some faint apologies for the 
trouble,, et cetera, he agreed to take up his abode 
with the Doctor, saying, ** All that I require, kind 
sir, is a hard bed, a crust of bread, and a glass 
of water." 

''Oh! we can do better for you than that," 
replied the worthy old man ; ** we can give yon — ^" 

The Doctor did not conclude the sentence as he 
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liad intended, for lie stood in some awe of his 
Presbyterian Mend, and the catalogue of good 
things which he was about to enumerate hung 
suspended on his lips. " We can give you," he 
said, ''a cup of as good ale as any in the country, 
and a frugal supper — ^it may be of bread and 
cheese, or perhaps a rasher — end, though my beds 
are not of down, yet they are soft enough to sleep 
upon, especially for a weary man.'* 

The invitation thus given and received seemed 
the signal for worthy Mr. Gideon Samson's de- 
parture, and, to say the truth, his going did not 
j appear at all unpleasant to Doctor Aldover, whose 
face brightened at his disappearance. He let him 
be out of earshot, however, before he made any 
; comment; talked to the stranger about stabling 
his horse; talked to himself as to what room he 
should lodge him in ; and then, calling loudly for 
a personage named Joshua, declared repeatedly 
that he was very happy indeed to have the oppor- 
tunity of showing his jroung guest some attention. 

The stranger received his civilities calmly and 
gravely — ^waited with his bridle in his hand talk 
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Joshua appeared in a gardener's habit — and then, 
resigning the charge of his steed to him, walked 
with his host into the house, and entered a 
reading parlour, to which one descended by a 
single step. When the door was closed, however, 
he too began to smile ; and, taking the Doctor's 
hand as he welcomed him courteously, he said^ 
'' I rather imagine, my kind Mend, that your 
hospitality is shown to one not altogether unknown 
to you, although you have forgotten him. Time 
has changed you much, too; but I cannot be mistaken 
in thinking that I am right in calling you Mr. 
Aldover." 

'' To be sure, to be sure ! ** answered that clerical 
physician. *' I will never deny my name ; but 
in good sooth, young gentleman, yours I cannot 
tell; and yet your £ace comes back upon my 
memory like a dream — ^I wish you would say 
where I have seen iV* 

** It matters not, my dear sir," replied the 
young gentleman. " You saw it last in terrible 
times, which it were safest both for you and me 
not to speak of." 
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Doctor Aldover looked all round the room witb 
a timid glance, as if he expected to see protmding 
from the wainscot the secret ears which walls 
are reputed to have ; and he murmured in a low 
voice, " Very true, yery true ; it is hetter not to 
talk of such things. They are a severe and 
suspicious people here, with very rank and hasty 
persons amongst them. Lord love you ! my dear 
sir — a tavern is an abomination in their eyes ; 
and, because the boys and girls used to dance at 
the inn door, they called it a tabernacle for the 
devil, dispossessed the landlord, and shut up the 
house. I am very glad to see you, nevertheless ; 
and we wiU have — ^we wiU have a bowl of punch. 
There can be no harm in that surely. I never 
oould discover that there was any sin in a lemon, 
or the bitterness of malignancy in sugar, or that 
rum was an evil spirit except when he got too 
strong for a man. We will have a bowl of punchy 
I dedare, but with all moderation, for it is many 
a year since I took a ladle-full with a — a friend.'' 

Sy what free-masonry it was that he discovered 
the stranger to be of the same party to which 
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he himself had formerly belonged — whether by 
tlio long locks of curling hair, or by the casm^ 
liorish cut of his vest, or by the tie of his cravat 
— I cannot say; but certain it is, that good Doctor 
AldoTor fblt a moral couTiction that his guest 
had a groat deal more of the Goralier than the 
Itoundhoad in him; and yet, it was a sort ol 
timid, half-fHghtenod assurance, which required 
some sort of confirmation finom his own Hps. 
Huohf howoYcr, the stranger did not Touchsafe 
to giro, but merely replied in a somewhat 
thoughtAil tone, "Punch is no bad mixture, 
my roTorond Mend, when both compounded and 
drank with duo discretion;'' and, taking Una 
admifiiion as confirmation of the judgment ke 
hod formed, the worthy Doctor hurried out to 
procure the ingredients fi)r the fragrant bowl, 
whilo tho stranger looked after him for a moment 
with a slight smile, and then leaned his brow 
upon his hands, and closed his eyes with tte 
air of a man exhausted by fetigue either of mind 
or body. The short, sleep which he had 
obtained under the castle walls was all that his 
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eyes had known for two whole days and nights, 
and he certainly still felt drowsy. He straggled 
against it> howeyer, for he was by no means a 
sleepy-headed hero; and, when he felt himsell 
inclined to nod, he looked np and gazed ronnd 
the chamber, trying to find some object sufficiently 
interesting to the eyes to keep them from closing. 
The aspect of the whole place, however, was 
not very enlivening. It was a tolerable-sized 
low-roofed room, panelled with dark oak, and 
having on one side of it a range of ponderous 
book-cases of the same material, filled principally 
with large folios. There is a certain degree of 
sleepiness even in the very aspect of a great 
number of big books. They weigh upon the 
imagination, and make the very mind feel drowsy 
by anticipation; so that side of the room would 
not do. He then looked to the other; but he 
was almost worse off there. Every panel was 
surrounded by a wreath of carved flowers, each 
having been, to all appearance, cut out of the 
very piece of wood that formed the moulding to 
which they were attached. They were by no 
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maaiiB badly execnted, but yet there was a 
certain d^;ree of stiffiiess about them, a drowsy 
immobility^ which Ml oppressiTdy npcm the 
spirits: one would have given the world for a 
breath of air to stir them. It was worse still 
with the different carved heads with which tiie 
room was thickly ornamented. They all looked, 
not alone as if they were going to sleep, but as 
if they were sound asleep already. A grim lioa 
seemed to nod at him here; a sleepy-lodkiiig 
cherub hung over another comer, as if its eyes, 
according to the boys' phrase, were drawing 
straw; and the devil himself, who was perched 
' up iQ the centre of the cornice with a fiddle hi 
his hand, was the very picture of Morpheus. 

As the stranger gazed the objects became indii- 
tinct; and, leaning his head upon his hand, he gave 
himself up to the influence, rousing himself only 
twice, and at length bowed his head to his fieite, 
and, adding his other hand to support his brow 
likewise, enjoyed a few moments of perfect obUvion. 
Oh ! where do its waters flow? In what happy 
land, where the past is forgotten^ and the future 
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all unknown? Thirst for what he may in life, 
man will often desire no other beverage so much 
as a few drops from that dark stream. 

*^ The goddess dipped her mortal son in Styi^ 
A mortal mother would on Lethe fix." 

Bleep, however, is not always oblivion; and 
although, as I have said, the young wanderer 
enjoyed for a few moments that blissful immunity 
firam racking thought, it lasted no longer. The 
vision came to renew the past, to paint the 
fature! He was in the saddle again, but not as 
he had lately ridden. There were plumes in his ' 
hat, and steel upon his breast, and weapons upon 
his side. He heard the clang of the trumpet, 
and the word of command, and the clash of the 
swords, and the rattle of the musketry, and the 
roar of the cannon. His horse seemed to bound 
beneath him, his hand to grasp the reins, his 
arm to wave the bright and trenchant blade. 
The enemy went down before him— he trampled 
upon them as he went on in the fUrious charge 
— ^nothing could resist him, nothing stood 
against him : onward, onward he was hurried, as 




66 XHS LAST 09 

if Bome Bupemataral power gave him rtrengfli 
and oommand to smite down everything befors 
him. Tho pike, and the sword, and the musketoon, 
and tho flaming mouth of the artillery^ had no 
foors for him : victory was npon his arm and 
triumph upon his brow, and he thought but of 
BQoocsB and conquest. But yet he saw his fellowB 
fall around him: the fiery shot told amongafc 
thoir ranks; the keen sabre hewed them down; 
they became thinner and more thin, till at length 
ho was loft alone in the midst of the fight, still 
conquering wherever he came, still seeing nothing 
stand before him. Onward, onward, through tiie 
hostile ranks he dashed, leaving a wide space 
oloft like a pathway through the heart of battalions 
bristling with arms! Onward, onward, from the 
front to the very rear — ^past their artillery, through 
thoir tents— till not even a straggler appeared 
before him! Then he strove to draw in his rein 
that he might turn again to the fight; but 
it was in vain he did so. The horse's jaws 
seemed of iron ; and, impelled by a power no 
human strength could overcome or guide, fbrward 
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the charger went at the tame headlong pace 
through the standing com, over the &llow field, 
across the brown moor and the high hill, down 
into the valley, through the marsh and the deep 
stream. The forest impeded him not — ^the rery 
rocks seemed to give way before him : his breath 
was as free in rushing up the mountain as in 
galloping across the plain : and miles, and 
miles, and miles, were left behind, as if the 
beast had the wings of thought or hoofs of 
the lightning. 

The day seemed to go down, thunder-clouds 
gathered upon the evening sky, the night came 
on; but still, in the impervious darkness, forward 
rushed the steed as fresh as in the morning, as 
unweary as the ever- wandering sun ! The rider 
felt exhausted, fatigued; his limbs ached and lost 
their strength; he felt he could not sit his beast 
much longer, when, in the faint grey light of the 
morning, he saw a wood and an old abbey with 
its ruined arches and broken tracery, and there 
seemed thin and airy figures on the walls and at 
the windows beckoning him with shadowy hands, 
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as if inTitmg him to enter. The reins dropped froti 
his handy his head turned giddy, and he fell upon 
the green sward at the foot of the trees, saying 
to himself— " Here shall I die!** but suddenly 
a sweet voice, the voice of a young girl, cried, 
'' Denzil, Denzil, rise up and listen ! " 

And, starting from his slumber, the wanderer 
found himself still sitting in Doctor Aldover's 
library. The twilight had faded away into night, 
but yet it was not dark, for the moon had risen 
and was looldng in at the window. He could see 
every object around him as plainly as if it were 
day, but yet he could not perceive whence that 
voice came. ''It was in a dream," he thought; 
but the moment after he heard it again repeating, 
** Denzil, Denzil, wake up and listen ! " 

''Am I stiU dreaming?'* he thought; and to 
assure himself that such was not the case, he 
rose from his seat, exclaiming, "Who is it that 
speaks? Where are you?" 

"Kear to you, yet far from you," replied the 
voice ; " where you cannot come to me yet, though 
in time you must come." 
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^'What wofold youy then?'' cried the young 
man; ^'what would you with me now?" 

«Oome to the church at midnight," said the 
voice, ''and you shall hear." 

''Why not now?" demanded the young man; 
"why not here?" 

" Come alone to the church at midnight," 
repeated the voice, " and wait in the nave till 
you are called." 

" Who bids me do so ? " demanded the traveller. 

But before any answer could be given, the door 
of the library opened, and good Doctor Aldover 
himself appeared with a light in his hand. 

"Why you are talking to yourself, my young 
Mend," he said. "Yet, after so quiet a sleep 
as you have had for the last half hour, I should 
have thought you might have chosen some other 
collocutor." 

The young gentleman put his hand to his brow 
and remained silent for a moment or two, while 
a neat maid-servant brought into the room a 
large bowl of punch, together with several platee 
and dishes loaded, if one might judge by the 



1 



70 THE LIST OF 

odour, with contents by no means nnpalataUe. 
IIo ponnittcd her to set them down upon iSbt 
iablo, and make all those little airangementB 
upon which maid-servants are so fond of spending 
more time than enough, withput uttering a word 
in reply to the worthy Doctor's observation ; but 
when that was done, and the room once more 
clcur, he laid his hand upon his host* s arm, 
saying, ''My dear sir, I was not talking to 
myself, and there is something that must be 
ozplaincd here. I was called by my name not 
two minutes ago: I answered, and received a 
reply in return. All this in a place where I 
know no one — am known to no one that I 
know ofl Had it been a man's voice, I 
might have understood it in part at least; but 
it waa a woman's tongue, and the whole is 
incomprehensible." 

" Pooh ! pooh ! " said Doctor Aldover, " you 
have been dreaming, my good sir." 

<< Dreaming I have been certainly," replied the 
stranger; ''but this took place when I had 
awakened firom my dream." 
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'' A ohttnge in the Tidon, that is all," answered 
the worthy clerical physician, who did not seem 
to like the subject altogether; ^'it could be 
nothing else. When I looked at you half an 
hour ago, your hands were moving upon your face 
as if your thoughts were very busy, though sound 
asleep. — Come, let us to supper, my good fiiend. 
Here we haye got, I think, a young fowl boiled 
with barley, and a leaf or two of taragon to give 
it good digestion, and there are some slices of 
bacon broiled to give a relish to our punch ; 
sit you down, my good sir — ^nay, take an arm- 
chair." 

The stranger did according to the bidding of 
his entertainer, and Doctor Aldover helped him 
liberally to the dish before him; but the young 
man's appetite seemed to fail, for ere he had 
eaten more than two or three mouthMs, he laid 
down his knife and fell into a deep fit of 
thought. 

''Mr. Aldover," he said, after this had con- 
tinued for a minute or two, ''I cannot rest 
satisfied with this mystery. I assure you I was 



72 THB IA8I OV 

awake— broad awake — and I received m iigimo- 
tioiii from the yoice that spoke to me^ to go dowi 
to the church at midnight." 

^'Indeed!" exclaimed Doctor Aldover with i 
look of some surprise; ''do you intend to go?" 

**I must haye some farther insight into flie 
case before I determine," replied the guest; ''and, 
as this occurrence has taken place in your houses 
I cannot help thinking you can give me an ezplaf- 
nation if you wHL" 

** Have you seen any one since your arriyal whom 
you know?" asked Doctor Aldover; ''I mean 
before you reached my garden gate; for it seems 
you do know me." 

''No one/' replied his visitor, "I met no one 
of any kind, except indeed one personage whe 
puzzled me much, a lady in the castle-yard 
standing just on the opposite side of the welL 
When I sought to speak with her, she retreated 
before me, and in the end seemed to vanish away 
— at least, I could discoyer no farther trace of 
her." 

"The fairy of the castle well!" said Doctor 
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Aldoyer, in a low Toioe and in a Tery peculiar 
tone. " What was the honr ? " 

''Jnst as l&e son was setting/' replied the 
young man. 

*'Ay, ayt just the exact honr! It is Tery 
strange how radily some people judge. Sfow I 
hold this to be merely an astral spirit; but good 
Mr. Gideon Samson and many of the inhabitants of 
this Tillage maintain 9toutly that it is the spirit of 
some one dead permitted to return for the pur- 
pose, doubtless, of finghtening their Mends and 
relations." 

The guest leaned his head upon his hand and 
thought^ while Doctor Aldover proceeded to discuss 
yery learnedly the difference between astral spirits 
and what he termed Hammethim, or the spirits 
of the dead ; and, when his worthy entertainer 
paused for a moment, he inquired, ''Pray, when 
did this spirit or &iry first appear ? '' 

*' It is some years ago now," answered Doctor 
Aldover; ''in the worst times of a bad age. When 
first the thing was talked of, we thought it but; 
the melanbholio superstitions of the old women of' 
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the place, for it was good Dame Beborali Higg^ 
who first saw the apparition as she went to draw 
water at the well, just as the sim was setting, 
and left her pitcher there and came away in a 
great fright. But several have seen the fiuiy, 
as they call her, since, and all our doubts have 
vanished in the plaoe.'^ 

« Has any effort been made to speak with or 
to follow her? " asked the stranger. 

" Oh yes ! " answered Doctor Aldover ; " one 
yoimg fellow, half drunk, vowed he would have 
a dance with the fury, and went up to the castle 
for that purpose. The fsdry seemed not inclined 
to disappoint him, for, according to his story, he 
saw her by the well within three minutes after he 
was there, and followed her across the great court, 
but suddenly he receiyed a buffet from an unseen 
hand which laid him at full length upon the 
grass." 

The stranger smiled. ** Somewhat more 8ub« 
stantial than fairy fayours usually arci" he an* 
swered. 

*' Ay ! I see you are an unbeliever," replied 
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Doctor Aldoyer. ^'I, howeyer, believe what I 
have Been, though you apparently doubt your own 
eyes, for you admit that they were witnesses of this 
sight." 

''Nay, I doubt not/' answered the young 
gentleman: ''I only think it yery strange. I see 
no sufficient reason to suppose either that there 
are not many intermediate grades oi beings 
between God and man, or that some of these 
beings may not become visible to us even on the 
earth. At the same time, my dear sir, I entertain 
no dread of them; for, although every man has 
many sins to atone for, yet the atonement which 
has been made is all-sufficient, if we have but 
faith therein." 

'' Wisely and reasonably spoken," replied Doctor 
Aldover. ''I feel the same. I acknowledge and 
entertain no apprehensions whatever; but the 
people of the place have very different feelings — 
so much so that you will find it very difficult 
to persuade any of them to visit the church, or 
the castle either, after night-flEdl." 

"I am determined to do the former," replied 
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the Doctor's guest, ''and most nse your intenBt 
with the sexton to get the keys, which I suppose^ 
as rector, you can command at any time." 

'' Alas ! my young Mend, I am rector no more," 
replied the Doctor; "I was dispossessed just after 
the battle of Worcester. Nevertheless, I can gefc 
you the keys easily, for they are in the hands 
of one who is under some obligations to me, and 
I will walk down with you to his house, though 
it be somewhat far off, and I am not fond of 
the evening air. Let us finish our bowl first, 
however, for you wiU need all the courage that 
a stout heart and a good strong cup can supply, to 
walk amidst those old aisles and ghostly-looking 
monuments at midnight. There are strange stories 
about that church, and true ones I believe.'' 

'' Fray let me hear some of them," said his 
guest; but Doctor Aldover said, "No, no, I 
never repeat them, though my good successor 
in the ministry is not a little fond of spreading 
them abroad, till there is scarcely a boy in the 
village that does not go to bed with his knees 
duJdng, or a girl that will open her eyes for a' 
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moment after her candle is out. — Here, let me 
fill your glass." 

The young man took his full share of the stout 
beverage very readily, and the Doctor remarked, 
not without some satisfaction, that he looked grave 
and thoughtful during the rest of the time they 
remained in the house. Whether he really enter- 
tained any apprehensions or not, however, he 
steadily maintained his resolution, and, in half an 
hour, set out with his worthy host in search of 
the keys of the church. 



CHAPTEE T. 



Thikbb was a nice little cottage in the green lane 
that turned off from the high road, about a hun- 
dred yards before you came to the castle green. 
The lane ploughed the side of the hill aa with a 
deep furrow, and, descending rapidly, passed the 
cottage itself and a farm-house on the other hand, 
and then took a considerable circuit to reach the 
bank of the stream. Thence it led to the lower 
end of the Tillage, which it accomplished by 
four or fiye little paths stretching out like the 
fingers of an open hand. This lane avoided aQ 
the turnings and windings which were taken by 
the high road, for, instead of circling round any 
obstruction which might come in its way, in the 
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shape of a rise or &11 ia the ground, ifc went 
straight over them all. The little cottage I have 
spoken of was about half-way between the castle 
and the stream— «a neat, tidy, though lowly build- 
ing, containing within itself more accommodation 
than the externals promised ; and, though it was 
somewhat lonely, yet in the clear summer days 
it had a pleasant view both of the church and 
the castle, and a part of the village, and in the 
winter a better view still, because the leaves 
were then off the trees. 

In the front, towards the lane, was a very 
neat parlour, for the personage to whom it 
belonged aped some of the usages of gentility, 
and separated, by a thick partition, that which to 
him was drawing-room, dining-roomi and library, 
from the offices, although round the latter there 
ran a sort of trellised portico, which we, in the 
present day, should call verandah. 

In this parlour, on the same night during 
which, for the first time in eight or nine years. 
Doctor Aldover consumed a bowl of punch with 
a guest, were seated two persons of very different 
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age and appearance. "We will take the one in 
the arm-chair first. He was a man of some 
sixty-eight years of age, but looking a good deal 
more— heavy, stout, and venerable, but with, a 
dull sort of look, as if intellect, though not 
altogether gone, were a little drowsy. His face 
was reddish about the nose and on the cheeks, 
but rather pale in the intervening spaces ; and 
his black eye, though not so sparkling as it once 
had been, had a good deal of sharp cunning in 
it, perhaps natural, perhaps acquired by long 
dealing with the world, that great whetstone of 
the faculties. 

On the broad, capacious hearth, although it 
was summer time— that is to say, the later summer, 
when evenings get somewhat cold — ^were two or 
three lighted logs of wood, and over them the 
old man bent in his arm-chair, with his hands 
outspread, as if tlie warm flame cheered the icy 
blood of age. 

Before I go farther, however, as I have talked 
of a parlour and an arm-chair, and a verandah, 
let me first explain what sort of room, what 
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sort of cliair, what sort of verandah it is that 
I mean. Well then, dearly beloved reader, the 
parlour was floored with brick ; it was low in the 
ceiling ; and a great number of beams, protruding 
fiir beyond the rest of the plasterer's work overhead, 
afforded convenient positions for driving in a nail 
or a screw to support a number of small articles 
and some large ones, such as hams, sides of 
bacon, a powder-flask, a pouch or two of shot, 
besides several of those things for which we 
acquire an aflectionate regard in passing from 
youth to age — things which are as if they were 
friends to us, from our long familiarity with 
them. The arm-chair, indeed, deserved its name 
from having two wooden arms, one on either 
side; but, if examined closely, it was found 
to be nothing more than a settle with appen- 
dages. The verandah was a little sort of rustic 
portico with a trellis-work of rough branches, 
^ which, in the hot summer evenings, aflbrded 
shade to the old man when he thought flt 
to sit out and drink his glass of ale in the free 
air. 
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The other tenant of the room, standing behind 
the first, with a yard or two between them, 
and phial and a cup in his hand, was no other 
than the young man we have twice seen with 
Doctor Aldovor, a good-looking, stout, well-formed 
peasant youth of about six or seven and twenty 
years of age, with nut-brown curly hair, a good 
deal of hardy colour, a bright clear eye, and a 
look of shrewd and merry intelligence. He was, 
in the present instance, in the act of per- 
suading his father to take the medicine ordered 
for him by Doctor Aldover; but the old man 
resisted stoutly. 

"No, John, no," he said; "Til take no more 
of it. What's the use, John? I'm bewitched, 
boy; there's no doubt of it; and I am sure 
old Martha Vnwin did it because I took her 
chamber dock for rent." 

"Pooh, pooh, father," answered the son, "you 
are not bewitched at all: Doctor Aldover says 
so, and he is both a divine and a physician — so 
he must know. As to Martha, she is a very 
good old woman, and would not hurt any one for 
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the whole world. She thought you bewitched 
for being bo hard upon her, but she never 
bewitched you." 

'' iLhen how came I to bring two tin-tacks 
off my stomach ?" asked the old man, as if 
that argument were conclusiye ; *^ you saw it 
yourself." 

** Because you put half a dozen of them between 
your teeth, when you were mending the old 
coffer," answered his son; '^I saw that, too, 
myself; and, if six went in, only four came out 
of your mouth. Come, father, take the medicine ; 
it will make you quite well, the good Doctor 
says." 

It required much persuasion, howeyer, before 
the medicine was taken ; and it had certainly not 
been down three minutes when old Soger 
Brownlow, as he was called in the village, 
remarked in a discontented tone, '* I'm no better, 
Johii." 

" If you go to bed, father, you soon will be," 
replied his son; and, at the end of an argu- 
ment of five or ten minutes more, the old 
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young man; "for Bettj, the girl, had gone to 
see her father at Crofton, and I didn't liMle to 
go out and leave my old father in the house 
alone, for fear anything should happen, though I 
wanted to go out for a while very much too ; but 
if you are going to stop. Doctor, till Alice comes 
back, there will be no need of my remaining." 

** Ah ! Jane XJnwin, Jane Unwin !" said 
Doctor Aldover. "I know where you are going 
just as well as if you told me, John; and you 
are two silly young people, for your father will 
never consent. I am quite sure of that. Well, 
go along with you: it's no use trjring to make 
youth wise. ]N'ature makes us fools, experience 
whips us into scholars, and then death takes 
us just as we are getting the last lesson bjr 
heart. Go along with you — go along with you ! 
I will stay till Alice comes." 

The young man was not Slow in taking 
advantage of the permission he thus received, uid^ 
without further ceremony or excuses, he put on 
his hat again and walked out of the door which 
had gLY&i adinission to his two visitors. 
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^He*8 a good lad/' said Doctor Aldover, as 
soon as he was gone; ''he*s a good lad as any 
in the parish, but bis father is a nasty old 
enrmudgeon, whose whole soul has been devoted 
to scraping money together a]l his life. The 
young man is in love, too, like a fool, with 
a pretty little penniless thing whom his &ther 
will never consent to his marrying; so the 
poor boy is in a perilous way, as old Shakspere 
oalls it. I know not what will come of it, I am 
sure, and sometimes think it almost a sin to 
prolong the old man's life, for it is a plague to 
himself, and no good to any one. It is not my 
business, indeed, and Qod will take him when 
he thinks fit." 

QAiere was a slight rustle as the old gentleman 
■poke, and turning sharply round, as did 
also his young companion, they saw coming 
down the stairs-*^the foot of which was visible 
through the door which John Brownlow had 
left open—the form of a young girl of seventeen 
or eighteen years of age, which well deserved 
their attention, and that of the reader also. It 
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Had all tlie lightness of youtb, and those graces 
which, given by nature to a very early period of 
life, are but too frequently obliterated in the poorer 
classes of society by the labours and the toils to 
which poverty is exposed. In Alice Brownlow, 
however, not one of those graces had been 
effaced, and the perfect symmetry of every limb 
was only the more displayed by every movement 
that she made. Not even the prim and unbe- 
coming dress of the day could in the least conceal 
it, nor the plain mob-cap, showing the smallest 
possible portion of the black, dark hair, hide or 
diminish the beauty of the face beneath. The 
young stranger, at least, thought it the fairest face 
he had ever seen, and while Doctor Aldover ad- 
vanced, and took her hand, saying, " Ah, Alice ! my 
dear child, your cousin told us you were out, and 
we have been waiting your return. I thought you 
could not be playing truant at this hour of night." 
"I have but this moment returned, sir," 
answered Alice Brownlow ; " and, thinking I heard 
some one speaking, I came down to see who it 
was, or if my uncle wanted anything." 
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"He is gone to bed," said Doctor Aldover, 
''so John tells me; but what we want, my 
dear child, are the keys of the church, which 
are in your fair possession, I find. This 
gentleman is going to see if he can find a ghost 
or a fairy." 

"He must go up to the castle for the 
firiry," said the beautiful girl, turning her eyes 
upon the young stranger, who then, for the 
first time, perceived that those eyes wore deep 
blue; and, to say the truth, he gazed into 
them so earnestly that the colour came a 
good deal into her cheek as she proceeded: 
" but I do not think he would find any 
fairy there either. I have never seen one, 
at least." 

" Ah ! you are a little sceptic," said Doctor 
Aldover. " Do not let your friend, G-ideon 
Samson, hear you, or he will put you to 
penance for your incredulity." 

The girl laughed, as if she did not much 
fear such a restdt, but merely replying, "I will 
go and fetch the keys directly," she ran away 
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up the stairs again, leaYing aoe^ at least, of the 
party in wonder and admiratiaii. 

''She is marrellonslj beaatjfiiir* he said, as 
soon as he thought she was out of eanhot. 

^ And not less beautiful than good," saidDoetor 
Aldover ; ** but there is a Teij cold heart mider 
that bright face-«-at least, so say the youths of 
the viUage. I know not with what truth. She 
may be c^ to love, but she is not cold to charity, 
that I can Touch for ; for she goes about healing 
the wounds her unde makes, and they are a goo4 
many. That old man was once the sexton here, 
and he has somehow contriyed to amass sufficient 
wealth to make himself maater of half the 
cottages in the village : but here she comes agaiii 
with her foot of light. So here are the keys, 
my dear ; but you must tell us which is which, 
for there seems a score of them." 

Alice Brownlow smiled ; '* I will ge with you 
and show you, sir," she said, " if yqu like." 

''He is not going now," answered the gqod 
Doctor, "but at od, hour when even you, Alice, 
would be afraid to go." 
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" Oh, no I" replied the girl, " I have uo fears 
at any time.*' 

" What, at midnight ?*' asked the stranger. 

'' Oh, yes ! or at any time," she answered. 
'*! do not know why people should be more 
afraid at midnight than any other hour, if they 
have good consciences." 

** Then, if you will, you shall be my guide," 
said the young gentleman, somewhat eagerly; 
but Doctor Aldover looked a little grave, saying, 
"It is hardly fit, I think. What will your 
uncle say, Alice ?" 

"Nothing," replied the girl, looking up with 
a frank smile in Doctor Aldover's face. "He 
leaves me to do as I please in all things, and he 
knows I do not use my liberty amiss. Do you 
think I do, kind Doctor Aldover P" 

"Heaven forbid!" exclaimed the old man; 
** but this gentleman is nearly a stranger to me, 
Alice. — I beg your pardon, air," he continued, 
turning to the stranger, " but I look upon this 
dear girl almost as my own child." 

•* She is perfectly safe with me," replied the 
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stranger, warmly; **I trust the day will never 
come when the Tery thought of injuring or 
insolting one like her conld even enter into 
my mind." 

^ I am qnite certain of it," said Alice Brownlow ; 
'* I never met with insult from any one yet, and 
I do not think this gentleman would be the first." 

'* Not for aught on earth," he answered ; " but 
as your kind friend here is still afraid, I see — 
though it may be a trespass on his time — ^why 
should he not come with us?" 

''That must not be, I am afraid," replied 
Doctor Aldover. ""My good friend Gideon is 
somewhat jealous, and were he to hear that I, 
his dispossessed predecessor, were visiting the 
church at midnight, there is no knowing what 
suspicions he might conceive. I must even trust 
you, I suppose." 

"Trust is always best," said the fair girl 
beside him ; " I have found it so, and it will be 
so to the end. My cousin John will not be 
home for an hour or more, but, if the gentleman 
will then come down, I will show him the way 
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to the ohuroli and open the doors for him. The 
way back he must find himself, I fear, for I 
cannot stay, and he can put the keys in the shed 
by the door." 

** Farewell, then, for the present," said Doctor 
Aldoyer ; and thus the conversation ended, 
with the exception of a few words of very little 
interest to the reader, though of more to the 
young stranger. 

" Has your uncle let the two rooms above ? " 
asked the good physician. 

" Not yet," replied Alice. 

"Nor ever will," said Doctor Aldover; "he 
asks too much for them, my dear." 

The young stranger thought that he should 
very much like to make the worthy Doctor's 
words prove false. It was a rash bold fancy 
that he took to hire those two rooms, and he 
revolved the subject in his mind all the way 
back, not forgetting, however, to remark every 
turning of the road, that he might find his way 
to the cottage again at the appointed time. 




CHAPTEE TI. 



Tii£ moon's short-liTcd leign was over, and 
the n^ht vroB dark. There were many stars 
indeed in tixe zenith twinkling bright and 
clear, but lound the horizon on everj ride 
there were heavy mists, not exactly amounting 
to clouds, but which shut out all the Icbsot 
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lights of heayen. There were many trees over 
the road too, bo that it was only now and then 
that Orion or the Bear could be seen; and the 
stranger and Alice Brownlow walked on almost in 
darkness. The whole world was silent around, 
except when from a great distance the baying of 
a dog was heard through the clear stilhiess of the 
night. There was a strong odour in the air too, 
as if the flowers were giving out their perfome 
more liberally to the cool night air than to the warm 
and eager day; but yet there was a kind of faint 
sensation crept over the frame imder the over 
powering sweetness which seemed to breathe 
from the flowers and shrubs-*-a languor tending 
to fancifril imaginings, to which the absence of 
all sight and sound contributed also. 

The stranger felt it gain upon him: the 
stories he had heard told, and well authenticated, 
came back to his mind, and many a curious 
question suggested itself as he walked on. To 
say that he was superstitious would not be 
correct, for, in regard to beings beyond or 
above the earth, he believed rather less than 
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you not believe in the existence of such beings 
at aU?" 

" Certainly I do/' replied the girl, with her 
sweet plaintive voice ; ^' it is a belief I cherish 
and am fond of. I not only know that they 
exist, but I know that they appear ; but that is 
very different from fearing tiiem." 

'' Th^i have you ever seen one ? " asked the 
stranger. 

" Nay," she said, " I did not come to teE 
you ghost stories. Tou will see enough perhaps 
to-night to convince you, if you doubt or mis- 
believe; for many of the hard and incredulous 
have learned, in tiie very church-yard to which 
we are going, to know that there are other 
^Ungs worthy of men's l^ughts besides the mere 
seeking after gain, the strife of ambition, ox the 
empty toys with which grown children amuse the 
busy infimcy of this life." 

*^ Tou are a strange being," said the stranger, 
** and seem to have busied yourself with things 
very different from those which usually oooupj 
girls of your age and station." 
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" I haye,'' she answered. '' Left an orphan at 
a very early ago, my own thoughts have been my 
companions, and some old books, which, if they 
were more read, might render men and women 
wiser than they are. But yonder is the church'^ 
yard. Fray, remember, sir, that those who are 
good have nought to fear from either worse or 
better spirits. A free conscience and a bold heart 
need dread nothing on this earth or beyond it" 

She spoke in a low and solemn tone, and certainly 
her words did not serve to cheer, though they 
seemed intended to encourage. The stranger looked 
forward on the path which they were following; 
but the darkness was too profound for him to 
see anything except the rounded forms of some 
large old trees, with the dark tower of the church 
rising above them. In another minute he stood 
beneath the wooden shedded portico of the church- 
yard, where, in the service of the Chnrch of 
England, the clergyman first meets the corpse; 
and he could see the low ommbling wall that 
surrounded the cemetery stretching away for on 
either side. 
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H seeniB toj extensir^'' be said im a low 



M 



<<It bad seed," replied bis goid^ ''fiir tiien 
oe suDij dead lie bcre: tiie great and Ibe 
^boBible side hj adc, tiie good and tbe bad, the 
o pprca wg and tiie opprea a c d, tiie young and tiie 
old; tike dust ™™gHng wiQi tiie dost tbrongb 
finr-badc oentones; ibe flpints to tiiear seyeral 
tasks as God shall i^point Ibem." 

As she spoke she unlocked tbe oater gate, 
and led the way on as if so familiar with the 
place that she ooold not miss her iray; but ber 
companum, as be followed, stombled more than 
once over tbe little monnds of earth cast np 
upon tbe breasts of tbe dead. They passed 
through the tall dd tree^ wbicb nearly endided 
tbe church-yard, and then the young stranger 
could see dark masses of the building itself 
througb the dim fsdnt air. It was a large and 
beayy pile, with many a projecting buttress, and 
many a tall narrow window, while bigb up in 
air rose the •large square tower, solemn and 
mysterious in its look. 
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'^What is that?" asked the trayeUer as they 
came near; ''there seems a light there — a fidnt 
smaU Ught.'' 

'' Nothing but a glow-worm on a grave/' replied 
the girl; ''the image of flEune after death:" and 
she walked quietly on till she stood beneath 
the low projecting porch. It was evident that 
the place and the hour had their impression 
upon her — ^if not of fear, still of awe ; and with 
hasty hand she sought the key of the church in 
the large bunch she carried, and applied it to 
the keyhole in the heavy door. 

Before she turned it, she asked almost in a 
whisper, " Is your heart still strong?" 

" Yes," replied her companion , and she opened 
the door. 

" Take care how you go," said the girl> " for 
the chancel is Aill of tombs; and remember to 
shut the doors after you, and lock them. I must 
now leave you." 

For a moment he heard her light step retreating 
in the deep silence of the night, and then 
all was still again ; and he stood before the open 
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door of the churcli alone. He felt a hesitation. 
— ^He asked himself if it were not folly to go 
on at a summons so strangely given; bat some* 
thing impelled him forward, and he stretched 
out his hand to push tiie door farther back. 
At that very instant there was a loud dang that 
made him starts as with a slow, swinging, wave« 
like sound the great clock began to strike the 
hour of midnight. He felt ashamed of his 
sensations, ashamed of having started; and with 
a determined step he entered. 

All was dark within, and he had to feel 
his way. The £rst thing his hand touched 
was one of the small narrow pillars of a cluster- 
column, feeling cold and death-like; and then 
came an iron railing round a grave. That 
guided >"'ffl on some way; but, then putting 
forth his right arm, he suddenly laid his hancl 
upon the icy fingers of a statue, and the first 
impulse was to draw back as if he had touched 
a corpse. The stillness was overpowering too. 
It seemed more profound, more death-like, than 
without In the free air, there had been a 
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light roBtle amongsi the trees; the yery sigh of 
the night-wind had taken away firom the solem- 
nity of the silence. Here, everything was 
hushed and mournfully quiet — ^not a breath of 
air moyed through the gloomy aisles, and there 
was a chilly sensation in the place, a dose 
clinging coldness, that depressed the heart and 
filled the imagination with gloomy images. 
The grave and the worm, and the icy chill 
of death, and the everlasting silence, and the 
slow corruption, presented themselves involun- 
tarily to the mind, and he wondered if the 
disembodied spirit could be permitted to see, 
and trace day by day, the awM changes of that 
corporeal frame in the powers and beauty of 
which it perhaps once glorified itself. His 
thoughts were very dark, and his heart heavy, 
as he reached the spot where the transept by 
which he entered joined the nave. He turned 
to the right and to the left, endeavouring to see 
the objects around; but at first nothing was 
perceptible but the tall windows on either side, 
looking at him like dim strange-shaped eyes, as 
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the less intense darlmem withoat gave fhem .some 
relief from the Uack obscurily of all the rest 
The next moment, however, something white, of 
the size and in the form of a human figure, seemed 
to gleam upon him at the &rther end of the 
nave. As he gazed towards it he could see it 
more distinctly. It moved not, hut remained 
withont any apparent change in one spo^ and 
clasping the fingers of his left hand round the 
sheath of his sword, he took a step or two 
towards it. The figure was now more defined, 
apparently that of a woman, habited in a long 
white robe; bat still it was perfectly motionless 
and the young stranger said in a low voice, **1 
am here ! what do you want with me ? " 

There was no answer, and, with a hasty deter- 
mination, advancing straight towards the object 
he beheld, he found that it was a figure of white 
marble upon a low sepulchral monument. 

'* Can I have been the sport of my own fimcy ? " 
the young man asked himself; ** Can I have been 
still dreaming, as the good old man said, when I 
thought I heard this voice calliog me? No, no; 
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that is impossible!'' and, turning towards the 
other end of the church, he repeated aloud, ''I am 
hero! who is it sent for me?'* 

There was a momentary silence, and then 
came a low, sweet, beautiM strain of music, 
solemn and sad, but exquisitely touching ; and 
the young traveller stood listening in silent 
ielight. But yet there was something unearthly 
about it too. Now it seemed &r off; now it 
swelled nearer to the ear; now rose into the 
high treble; now sunk muttering down in the 
bass. Suddenly it ceased, and the same sweet 
tongue which had spoken to him before said, 
" Denzil, Denzil, follow, follow ! ** 

" "Where ? " asked the stranger. 

*^ To the grave ! " said the voice. 

** To mine?'' demanded the young man. 

". To the grave of one who loved you in boy- 
hood," replied the voice again. '' Denzil, Denzil, 
foUow, foUow ! " 

" I will," he replied ; " Aow me the way." 

The moment he spoke a faint light gleamed 
through the church, and he could see dimly 
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around him the glooiiFjr aides, and the tall 
eolonms, and the numeiOQB tombsy -with iiie 
scnlptured memorials of the dead. His heart 
heat a good deal, bnt he had no time to question 
with himself, for the yoice r^eated from the 
olher ^id o£ the chnich, '' Denzil, Denzil, MLow, 
follow!" and with a strong resolution, and a 
quick step, he hurried on, guided by the voice. 
The church had be^i stripped of many of its 
ornaments, the rich screen had been Uan down 
between the choir and the nave, the seats of 
sculptured oak had lighted the fires of the Puritans, 
and all was free and open from one end to the 
other. But, just beyond the northern wing of 
the transept, Denzil could see the spot from 
which the light seemed to issue, stiU £Ednt, but 
stronger there than anywhare else; and, as he 
approached, it appeared to him to rise from 
^he ground. A step or two farUier showed him 
a large flat stone, like the covering of a vault, 
raised high, and the gleam coming up from 
b^ieath; and, when he reached the edge of the 
aperture, he could perceive the first steps of a 
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stone stair-oase, descending apparently into the 
vatilts or the crypt of the church* He hesitated 
for an instant as to whether he should descend, 
but the Toice again called him by name, and 
repeated, •* Follow, follow ! " 

''I will,'' murmured the stranger to himself, 
** whatever be the consequence ; " and, with a 
fbeling of awe— for I will not venture to call it 
fear — ^he leaped down to the top, or landing- 
place, of the small staircase, and began the 
descent. ''I shall soon see whence this light 
comes," he said : but he was mistaken, for he 
found the faiat rays still gleaming up, casting 
a long shadow behind him as he went down. 
Kear the top, the steps seemed new and fresh, 
at least compared with those below ; for although 
they were somewhat stained and green, as if 
no foot had trod them fbr many years, yet they 
were sharp-cut and firmly set in the mortar. 
After the first ten or twelve, however, they 
became rough, broken, and irregular, slippery 
with cold damp, and with many a foul insect 
crawling over them. A large toad, bloated, and 
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swollen, crept dowly across almost imder fhe 
wanderer's feet> eyeing bim in the imaconstomed 
light, with his large brilliant eyes, as if wondering 
what he did there ; and nnmerons bats hanging 
together in dusters from the mildewed walls 
took flight at his approach, and skimmed away 
upon their fllmy wings. 

The descent was long. At least fifty steps, 
taming npon a common centre, led him down, 
down, as if towards the very heart of the earth, 
and still the light receded before him, seeming 
as far off at the bottom as at the beginning of 
the descent, till at length a small ronnd arched 
door appeared at the foot of the staircase, and 
he saw the fsdnt rays, gleaming on before amidst 
innumerable low pillars and intersecting lines 
of masonry. At the same moment the voice 
said again, " Follow, Denzil, follow ! " 

But to obey was somewhat difficulty for 
the ground was obstructed, not only by loose 
scattered stones and fragments of fallen ma- 
sonry, but by the piled up bones of the 
dead. Skulls, with their grinning white teeth 
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and wide> staringy eyeless sockets^ lay upon the 
path, and more than once he felt the bones of 
beings like himself cranoh and crumble nnder 
his tread as he marched along. It made his 
blood ran cold to think that his steps were upon 
the mined relics of mortal men, and he strove 
to see where he set his foot; but the light 
receding fast, left him in a sort of semi- 
darkness, while a hooting owl flapped past him 
on its downy wings, and stirred the damp-smelling 
air around. 

Smothering his repugnance, he strode on hastily, 
perplexed and bewildered by the numerous arches 
and the low columns that supported them, and 
unable to perceive in what precise direction the 
light was carried ; while a low murmuring soimd, as 
if of a multitude of voices talking at a distance, 
met his ear, and a cool fresh air came and waved 
about the curls around his brow. 

''This is indeed strange," he thought. ''I 
know not whether I am dreaming or awake. 
What can be the object of bringing me hither! 
Tet it is vain to think of retreating now," and 
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on he went tDl suddenly he came to what seemed 
the cold &ce of a rock, roughly hewn, and 
fashioned ' into what the ancient architects called 
rustic-work, with a small narrow archway through 
which the light still streamed, though it was partly 
ohstructed hy a heaTy stone door, left half open. 
The young stranger pushed it back, using all his 
strength, but it rolled easQy on the pivot which 
supported it, and, striking against the masoniy 
which Uned the passage beyond, produced a hollow 
sound and a sharp dang, like a groan and a 
scream. Hie light was before him still, and he 
could now see a small pale blueish-white flame 
moving onward at a distance, but could distinguish 
no hand that bore it. 

"Follow, Denzil, follow!" said a voice which 
came sweetly, almost in a whisper, along the 
passage, and the next instant there was a sound 
like the baying of a large dog, while another 
voice exclaimed "Down, Piend, down!" 

Silently the young man drew his sword out 
of the sheath, and paused for an instant; but 
immediately the voice he had first heard said* 
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''Fear not, Denzil! Follow! Nothing living has 
ever oowed yon; fear not the dead ! " 

^"I fear not!" answered the young man, 
aloud; but yet, if the truth must be tdd, he felt 
cold and chill, and his heart beat quicker than 
was its wont. Onward, onward, he went for 
nearly a quarter of a mile, the light still preceding 
him, casting a bright glare upon the yellow- 
brown damp that hung about the walls, and the 
drops of moisture that every here and there 
percolated through the stones of the vault over- 
head. At length the passage seemed to open out, 
and he caught a faint sight of what seemed a large 
octagonal chamber with something that looked, 
at first view, like an altar in the midst. The 
moment after the light was suddenly extinguished, 
and he stood in total darkness. 

"Twenty steps farther!" said the voice: "then 
ask what questions you will, and they shall be 
answered." 

With his sword still in his hand, the young 
man strode on till nineteen steps were measured, 
and, as he took the twentieth, the blade of his 
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weapon stxock against eome hard substance, and 
produced a ringing sound around him. 

''Why have I been brought hither?" he said 
aloud. 

"To receive advice which may lead yoa to 
fortune ! " answered a deep stem voice. 

''I must know the giver of the advice before 
I take it,'* said the young man; "yet let me 
hear it!'' 

" It is written down,'' replied the same 
tongue which had just spoken. "Those who 
give it, know what you know not, see what you 
see not, understand what you do not understand* 
They are with you, but not of you; they have 
guided you, and will guide you; they have 
watched over you from youth to manhood; they 
would fain see that manhood great and good: 
but your Md must be of your own shining* 
They can but help." 

"Where shall I find this writing?'* asked 
the young man. 

" WUl you obey the words that you shall find 
written?" demanded the voice. 
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" That mil depend upon what ihey are," was^ 
the answer. ** I will do nought against my country, 
or the cause which I have always seryed.'' 

" If you would free your country from a yoke 
more burdensome than that of the bloodiest 
tyrant that ever ruled—- if you would render 
triumphant the great cause in which you have 
fought and bled— if you would raise yourself 
high in honour, and merit gratitude and renown, 
you will follow the advice given, unquestioning 
and unhesitating.'' 

''If I understand you right,'' answered the 
young man, ''I will do so ; but tell me who and 
what you are; I would fiun see you &oe to face." 

''Him you cannot see," said the sweeter 
voice which he had first heard. " Denzil Norman, 
ask not what cannot be!" 

" But you— »you— " said the young man eagerly ; 
''you, I think, I have already seen: show yourself 
now." 

" So be it ! " replied the other voice, and in- 
stantly a light shone through the whole place, 
again displaying the octagon stone chamber, with 
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its vaulted loo^ and niches, as if far statues, all 
around. Exactly in tiie centre was a plain 
stone tomb with an inscripti<m on the dab of 
fiee-stone on the top, and over it was scattered 
a profosiQii of ficesh flowers, in the midst of 
niiich lay a small roll of paper. 

A sin^ object, however, attracted the whole 
of the yonng man's attention. One of the large 
niches, some fonr or Ave feet fitom the gronnd, 
seemed open like a Gothic arch, and filled with 
lig^t, in the midst of which stood the same 
beautifdl figure he had beheld by the easUe 
weU, clothed as before entirely in white from 
head to foot, with long rich curls of glossy light 
brown hair fidling over her neck, and breast, and 
shoulders. He paused in deep silence and amaze- 
ment, and then, stretching out his hands towards 
the figure, he was about to speak, when the sweet 
voice said, ''Pray for an instant by the side of 
the tomb of her who guarded your youth, and was a 
mother to you when your mother was laid in the 
grave. Then take up the paper, begone, and obey ! " 

The young man knelt by the tomb, catching 
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sight of one name inscribod upon it as he did 
so, and bending his head, with the tears stream- 
ing from his eyes, upon the cold gray stone, he 
prayed for an instant, as fervently as he had 
ever prayed in life. Then, rising, he stretched 
out his hand, and took the paper, and the 
moment he had done so all was darkness. 

Denzil Norman stood bewildered for a moment 
or two beside the tomb, with his thoughts all 
troubled, and his heart beating fast. 

"Stretch forth your hand," said the deeper 
Toice of the two which he had heard; and, with- 
out reply, he obeyed. The moment he did so, 
his fingers were clasped tight in the grasp of 
another hand; but it was not a hand of flesh 
and blood. The hardest-working artisan in all 
the world never had a hand like that — cold as 
that of the dead, and hard and stiff as adamant. 
He would have withdrawn his Angers from 
those that clutched them, but he could not; 
and the voice said, "Follow, follow!" 

On he went, as the cold hand guided, 
slowly and silently; for, though the young 
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gentleman spoke twice, he received no answer. 
The way seemed interminable in the darkness 
and the silence, and there was an oppressiye 
feeling in the air which showed him that he 
was still in the yanlt. At length, however, a 
gust of fresh night wind came npon the yonng 
man's cheek, and the moment after he perceived 
a low door open before him, with the feint 
external light just TnftrTniig it out in the dark- 
ness. He turned quickly in the hope of seeing 
who was his guide, but, at the same moment, 
the hand relaxed its grasp, and the voice said, 
"Forward!" 

Three steps more brought him upon the green 
grass of the churchyard, and, the instant he 
had passed through the archway, the door banged' 
to with a loud clang, which made the whde of 
the old building echo with the sound. 




CHAPTER VIL 



At day-break Denzil Normaii sat in his room 
at Doctor Aldorer's alone, with the dove-coloured 
light of dawn streaming in through the window, 
and falling upon a table before him, on which 
was stretched a scroll covered with characters 
written in very black ink. The paper was 
yellow as if with age, and part of the writing 
was in a tongue, or rather a cypher, which the 
eyes that looked upon it were unacquainted with. 
A few lines at the top and at the bottom 
of the page were in the ordinary English hand 
and language, though there was something 
cramped and stiff in the formation of the letters, 
which gave them a strange and antique look. 
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The young gentleman gazed on the paper with 
a thonghtfal air, and repeated in a low voice, 
''Stay here a week, and then journey as a 
messenger to the north? — ^Well, it matters not 
where I stay or whither I go. In all places 
there are dangers; in all places there is a Pro- 
yidence. I will obey these strange commands; 
but where can I find lodging in this place 
without an inn? I cannot trespass longer on the 
hospitality of this good old man." 

He then remembered the conyersation between 
Doctor Aldoyer and Alice Brownlow, just before 
they parted, regarding .the rooms her uncle had 
to let, and his resolution was soon taken. Ere 
mid-day he was installed, the tenant of Eoger 
Brownlow's lodgings: and the old man acknow- 
ledged, with the simplicity which not unfre- 
quently accompanies a single passion, especially 
that of ayarice, that he did not know which 
had done him most good — ^the haviug let his 
rooms, or Doctor Aldoyer's last dose. 

Alice, who was present, smiled gaily; and the 
DoQtor laughed, saying, ^^The money, Boger, 
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the money-^tliat is your disease and modioine too ! 
But come, Boger, the young gentleman has given 
you two gold twenty-shilling pieces, out of which 
you owe him ten. Oo and get him a couple of 
fresh Olivers out of your coffer, or you may forget 
that he has not had his change.'' 

**ril go, ril go," answered the old man: 
" but just let me have a word with you, Doctor, 
before you depart ; " and away he walked, taking 
Doctor Aldover with him. Left alone with his fair 
guide of the night before, Denzil Norman took the 
opportunity of thanking her; for he had remarked 
not only that no word of his visit to the church had 
been spoken in old Eoger Brownlow's presence, but 
that Doctor Aldover himself, no longer under the 
exhilarating influence of a good glass of punch, had. 
been exceedingly shy of the subject. Not so, Alice 
Brownlow, however, for she now spoke freely of 
his expedition, and questioned him as to what 
he had seen, in a tone so light and gay, as to form. 
a strange contrast with her demeanour on the^ 
preceding night. 

Denzil Norman found it somewhat difficult toj 
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parry her quick inqniriesy and only socoeeded in 
doing 80 by assuming the same tone as herselL A 
little gallantry, certainly, mingled in hia manner 
too, whether he would or not; for he thought her 
even more beautifdl by daylight than he had done 
on the preceding erening, and the sparkling grace 
of her whole manner, in this more cheerfdl mood, 
seemed to render her only the more engaging. 
''I think/' he said, ^'that I shall call yon the 
Mry of the cottage, as we have got a &iry of the 
castle on the hiU aboye." 

''I wish I were a fairy," said the girl, with a 
sigh ; ** I could do many things then that I cannot 
do now." 

As may be supposed, BenzQ Norman did not let 
dip the occasicm of inquiring how she would ex- 
ercise her fairy powers if she possessed them; 
and she answered, ** In healing wounds, in making 
the good and the wise happy, when an adyerse 
fortune dooms them too frequently in this life to 
sorrow and disappointment." 

*'Nay," replied the young man, ^'that, according 
to the old legends, is more the function of one of 
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the nine orders of angels than of an inferior 
being like a fldry. But have you no one in par« 
tioular yon would benefit ? " 

''Oh, fo be sure!'* replied Alioe Brownlow, 
with a gay smile ; '' Every one has somebody whom 
they would wish to serve.'* • 

''And who would be this &voj(ired one with 
you?" asked Denzil Norman, not quite weU 
satisfied with the reply. "It is perhaps a bold 
question to ask a fair lady like yourself.'* 

The girl laughed. "How curious men are!" 
she said. " The lions are the painters, and they 
have represented women as all curiosity, while in 
truth it is man's peculiar vice ; but you shall not 
be disappointed, noUe sir. Some day I wiU show 
you the person I would wish to benefit, but it 
must be after longer acquaintance." 

The yovng gentleman, as may be supposed, 
pressed hard for speedier knowledge^ although, 
to say the truth, he had many doubts whether 
that knowledge would be pleasing to him; for 
since the day when Adam ate of the fruit of 
the forbidden tree, down to this present time, an 
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insatiable thiist lias been i^oai fiie mortBl fip 
far knowledge, knowledge, knowledge — not only 
of good bnt of evil: it is knowledge that we 
want, whether it be a curse or a blesong; and 
the deviL has ever, as then, an excuse ready fo 
our seeking it 

'' I would fam know," said the young man 
to himself, ''whether her heart is given to any 
one, and to whom. I feel she might be a dan- 
gerous companion in this sednded place, and if 
I find her loye has been won, I shall be suffi* 
cicntly armed against the peril. It is strange 
that I, who have moved amid the brightest 
and the fairest, in courts and cities throughout 
one-half of Europe, should never have seen one 
who seemed to me so fair and bright as this 
cottage girl. But it is nonsense thinking of 
such things — Denzil N'orman in love with the 
niece of Roger Brownlow! That is out of the 
question. I would give a great deal to see her 
lover; and I will, please Heaven — some mere 
booTi I dare say!" and he continued to press her. 
A& the subject, till she answered in the same 



THE 7AIEIES. 125 

gay tone in which she bad hitherto spoken, 
''Well, wen, sir, you shall be satisfied if you 
will take a walk forth with me this eyening — 
quietly and secretly, remember, inasmuch as my 
good uncle must not know anything of the 
matter; for 'thereby hangs a tale.''* 

Still the answer was not pleasant to him. He 
almost wished that he had refrained. He fancied 
he caught a fluttering blush upon her cheek — 
that he detected a slight embarrassment in her 
manner, gay and cheerful as it was; and yet he 
was determined to carry the inquiry to the end 
for, let sceptics say what they will, uncertainty 
is the most painfal state of life. 

''Give me some sign, then," he said; but 
before he could finish, or Alice could reply, 
Doctor Aldover returned with old Eoger Brown- 
low, and soon after took his leaye, promising 
his late guest that his horse should be weU cared 
for at his stable, and that his saddle-bags should 
be sent down immediately. 

The rest of the day passed very pleasantly 
to Denzil Korman; for although he wandescd 
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forth tor a short time, y et^ as had beea previouBly 
airanged, he retomed to take a homely meal with 
the femiily of his hosf^ and sat long, to say sooth, 
in the parlour of the cottage, conyersing with 
the £Edr Alice; while the old man nodded ui his 
chair hard by, and left lus lodger and his niece 
to amuse themselyes as best they might. Denzil 
found that such conyersation was not without its 
peril; but there are some men f^nd of standing 
on the brink of a precipice, and, though he 
felt a little giddy, yet he would not withdraw. 
A reader may ask what they talked of; but 
to be answered by another question, what did 
they not talk of? for, although he was eyidently 
a high-bred cayalier, and she a country girl, she 
led him to a thousand themes, and throng a 
thousand courses of thought, which her mind 
seemed to tread with ease when his had almost 
lost its way. Sometimes it seemed to him like 
Ihe course of a butterfly, sporting fix»n flower 
to flower, and resting but a moment on each; 
sometimes like some brilliant dance, through 
hioh the feet of imagination played sparklingly 
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pecming all wild and uncontrolledi and yet with 
a form and plan in every movement. 

At length, however, she started up, saying, 
"I must away; I have an errand to perform:" 
and, passing through the door which has heen 
mentioned, on the left of the fire-place, she 
ascended the stairs, as it seemed, to her own 
apartment. A moment or two after, however, 
while Denzil was looking at the old man, who 
Yas just rousing himself from his slumber, he 
saw a wimple and hood pass the window of 
the cottage, and, taking his hat, he issued forth 
and looked for the fair wearer. She was nowhere 
to be seen, however; but that was not at all won- 
derful, for the manifold lanes and alleys, and 
their thick hedge-rows, rendered it very easy to 
lose sight of any object of pursuit. For some 
time ho wandered about in the hope of discover- 
ing which way she had taken; and then, giving 
up the chase, he bent his steps towards the 
castle, the grey towers of which he could per- 
ceive rising high over the trees. 

"I will think no more of this fair young 
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creature/' he said to himself; '^I hare thought 
of her too much aheady;" and, irith a habit 
which he had acquired in perilous times and many 
painful circumstancesy he strove to £xroe his mind 
away firom tiie thoughts that would engiOBS it, 
and fix them upon those cahn eztenud objects of 
Nature's handiworl^ firom which it is difficult 
even for the perverse heart of man to extract 
anything that is evil or dangerous. ''How 
beautiful the scene is ! " he continued, in thought^ 
''if I can find my way to the top of yon 
little hUl, I shall get the best view of the 
castle, I fimcy:" and, following a path which 
seemed to lead thither, he was brought round 
under the old towers, at the distance of about 
a quarter of a mile. The way was steep; and 
walking quickly, as all men do who strive to fiy 
firom thought, he paused, after a while, to take 
breath, and looked up to the ivy-covered walls. 
As he did so, he suddenly beheld a form appear 
upon ihe battlements of the highest tower. It 
was the same he had seen the evening before 
at the well; ihe same which he had seen in the 
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vaults. The white garments, the flowing hair, 
the light and airy form, which to the eye of £uicy 
seemed almost transparent, were there, with the 
light of the son, not yet declined four hours, 
shining fiill upon them ; and with a rapid, fearless 
step, it passed along upon the very edge of the 
crumbling walls, and amidst the tottering pinnacles, 
till it reached the top of a small watch turret, over- 
hanging the path which he was ascending, and 
there pausing, as if suspended in the air, with a 
grave and warning gesture it waved him back. 

The young man paused and hesitated; and 
three times the sign was repeated : then suddenly 
the figure disappeared from his sight, as if it had 
sunk at once through the tower. Denzil Norman 
gazed down upon the ground for a moment or 
two, then turned upon his steps, and made his 
way back to the cottage. 

He found the old man with his son beside 
him. John Brownlow, who seemed to have been 
informed of all that had taken place during his 
absence in the morning, eyed the stranger not 
uncivilly, and, while finishing the meal to which 
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be bad come in late, mqinred wbidi way the 
sizaiiger had directed bis steps in bis wallc. 

''By a small road to ihe eastward, tbat leads 
tinder ihe casUe wallsy" replied Denzil ITbnnan. 

''Then yon must have met Ihe soldiersy I 
suppose," replied John Biownlaw. ''I passed 
them on that road abont an hour ago." 

Benzil gazed at him steadily £xr an instant, 
and then replied, in. a calm tone, "No, I met 
no soldiers. "What troops are they, pray ? " 

"They are Lambert's men," answered the other; 
"marching, to the north, they told me." 

"Then they do not remain here," said Benzil 
l^orman, with the same nnconcemed manner. 

"No," replied John Brownlow, "they mnst 
go fiye miles farther before night ; but we are to 
have a company quartered npon ns in a few days, 
I am told." As he spokie, he fixed his eyes npon 
his other's lodger; and, when he had drank off 
his horn of beer, he rose, saying, "Haye yon 
seen onr garden, sir? It is yeiy pretty:" and 
he took a step or two towards the door of the 
kitcheUi through which was the only exit to the 
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baok of the house. Denzil Nonoaa followed, saying 
lie should like to walk thfough the gardeu with 
him; but as soon as thoy had issued forth, 
and proceeded some little way amidst the quainv 
flower-beds which surrounded the apple trees, 
John Brownlow stopped, and said in a low voice, 
^'I think, sir, you had better keep yourself to 
the house till these men are gone on.'' 

''What makes you imagine I have any caustj 
to fear them ? " asked Benzil Norman. 

"Your hair, your French boots, and your 
gilt-hilted sword," answered John Brownlow. 
** I know not what may be done in London, but 
here we do not see such things often; and, 
depend upon it, some of the officers would 
inquire who you are, and what brings you 
here. You know best your own business, but 
I have given you my advice honestly." 

^'And I will take it," answered Denzil 
Iforman. ''But how shall I know when they 
are gone?" 

" I will let you know," replied the other. 
," You had better say nothing to my fether, but ^P 
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just dt in your own room, and pretend to be 
buEy writing." 

The eyening sun was just setting upon 
Landleigh castle and village, wben Denzil 
l^onaan once more walked up the hill with 
Alice Brownlow by his side. Their way lay 
through the shady lanes, athwart which the level 
sunbeams glanced, tinged with a rosy hue, as 
the sun sunk down to rest; and, as thej caught 
upon her beautiM figure and sweet fEu^e, they 
seemed, to the eyes of her companion, to draw 
forth strange graces and new charms ; and his con- 
templation ended with a sigh. It might be £Euicy, 
but he could not help thinking that there was 
something strange about her altogether — a power, 
a captivating infiuence, which no one seemed 
able to resist. He had seen her that evening 
with her uncle and her cousin, and they appeared 
to feel the spell as much as he did. The old man 
was tame in her presence ; strove > to conceal 
before her even the ill qualities he was vain o^ 
and yielded to her lightest word like a child. The 
young man, though frank and straight-forward^ 
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still Sprang to do her slightest bidding, as if her 
commands were his law; but yet there was a 
something in his whole manner to her, and in 
hers to him, which swept away at once the suspi- 
cion which had crossed the mind of Denzil Norman 
that her cousin might be her lover. 

She had been yery gay and cheerM through- 
out the day; but now, when they were alone 
together in those green lanes, the grayer spirit 
had fallen oyer her again; and he found deep 
and strong thoughts, powerful often &om their 
yery simplicity, mingling iu eyery answer which 
she made him, though, &om time to time, a touch 
of sparkling lightness would cross the whole, 
like the sunbeams darting through the shade, as 
they passed along. He strove to keep pace 
with the variations of her mood; and, as she had 
heard of the arrival, and halt for an hour, of the 
soldiers in the village, Denzil told her, in gay and 
jesting strain, of his pursuit of her fair self 
some hours before, and the cause which had 
induced him to turn back. "I must be strangely 
favoured by this feiry," he said: "and as wo 
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seem passing near the castle, I slionld like to torn 
in at the gate for a moment, and see whether she 
will &yonr me again with her presence, when I 
have got a companion with me fairer than herself." 

Alice turned and gazed at him for a moment 
with a grave look. **Do not speak lightly," she 
replied, *' of fairy favours, nor ever pretend to doubt 
whether you do not. I will go with you to the castle, 
if you please, with all my heart; but it will be of 
little use, for we here know, right well, that the fairy 
never appears more than once in the day to any one." 

"Indeed!" replied Denzil. "She is very re- 
gular in her habits, then; I thought fairies were 
more capricious. Nevertheless, I should like to look 
through tiie castle with you, for fair scenes are ever 
fairer when we see them with one who can appre- 
ciate their beauty." 

Alice looked in his face with a faint smile. ''It 
is the return of thought for thought," she said, 
"which brings forth the treasures of the mind and 
the heart. What would the light be without the 
shade? and even an inferior mind may often, by 
the contrasts it affords, give greater brightness to 



THE 7AIBIE8. 135 

the rays of a higher one. We have little of such 
interchange of thought here/' she added with a 
sigh; ''but here we are at the castle walls, and 
we can go in by this small gate as well as by the 
greater one." 

They went in ; and, passing through what seemed 
to have been a narrow outer court, soon found 
themselves in the larger open space, with the old 
castle well before them. The sun was shining 
straight through the arch upon the crystal water 
and the green trees above it — ^but no feiry form 
was there; and Alice stood by the side of the 
well, and gazed up thoughtfully at the old towers. 
''Here reigned the bright and noble in the days 
long gone,'' she said; "and all have passed away! 
Their very memories are like a faint echo, amongst 
the hills, of words spoken once aloud, and repeated 
fisuHiher and farther distant till they become in- 
distinct. Thus perishes man and his memories! 
I wonder how many kings and warriors, now 
forgotten, once thought that they should live for 
ever in the minds of men!'' 

"All things pass away, and all things are 
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Spring up fhe next year, but varied from those 
which went before. Thus, methinks; with worldly 
institutions; even when they perish they leave 
seed; but that seed never reproduces the same. 
Come, let us not stand speculating here. We are 
amongst dead things — I have Hving ones to show . 
you;'' and, turning to the great gate, she passed 
out, then took her way to the outskirts of the 
village, and, followed by Denzil Norman, entered 
a cottage, the door of which stood open. Within 
they fpund a woman in extreme old age, yet 
hale and healthy for her time of life, and by ber 
side, busily spinning, as fast as her fingers could 
go, as beautiful a country girl as ever mortal 
eyes fell upon. 

''Ah, Dame Unwin!'' said Alice, ''I am 
glad to see you back; I hope poor Bridget is 
better." 

" She is better than any of us, my dear,*' re- 
plied the old woman, ''for she is in heaven. 
The good Doctor did all that man could to 
save her, for her poor husband's sake ; and I 
did what little I could do, but it was of no 
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avaOy poor thing. God liad called her to him- 
self and she went. The minister has taken two 
of the babes home to his house, and the Doetor 
put the other one out to nursOy so the poor maix's 
caies are lightened.^ 

''I fear he could not oepay you, granny/' 
said Alice. 

''She would not have taken a penny for- the 
world, Alice!'' replied the girl, looking up from 
her work, and plying her fingers stilL ''Should 
the poor be hard upon the poor?'' 

" Heaven forbid ! " said Alice Brownlow ; 
"but you seem very busy here, Jane. Who 
is it for?" 

"Partly for us, partly for them," answered 
the girl; "but you see, Alice, we have got the 
dock again. We found the money in the window 
on Tuesday morning last. Granny would hardly 
use it^ fi)r she said it was fairy gold, and it 
might turn to leaves or straws when did Boger 
Brownlow had got it" 

"He would not take anything that was not 
foR weight and tale," answered Alice; " be you 
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sure of that, Jane. It is a good fairy, not a bad 
one; and, if she ever brings me anything, I shall 
have no fears about it." 

Some further conversation passed, and then 
Alice and her companion took their way home- 
ward. ''You have seen/' she said, looking up 
in Denzil's face with a smile of some meaning, 
" those for whose sake I wish I was a fairy." 

"They seem kind, good people," said Denzil 
Korman, a little conftised with the memory of 
his own doubts. 

** The old woman tends the sick poor," said 
Alice, in a slow and feeling tono, ''when tiiey 
have no one else to tend them; and the girl 
works cheerftdly from dawn till night to support 
her grandmother and herself. She will one day 
l)ecome John Brownlow's wife; but that day is 
afar, and I could wish to be a fairy, to abridge 
the long hours of expectation for them. Now, 
do you understand me?" 

"I do, at length, entirely!" answered Den2il 
Korman, warmly; ''but such a heart as yours 
may not be easy to understand* at once." 
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It was still dark, although there was a fednt 
grey streak upon the edge of the eastern sky, 
and Denzil iN'orman's head was oa the pOlow, 
dreaming of Alice Brownlow. He had been at 
Landleigh six days, and more than once he had 
dreamed of her, both sleeping and waking, and each 
time the Tision had become brighter. Suddenly, 
however, the dream was dis^Ued, and the sleep 
broken. There was some one knocking at his door; 
and, starting up, he exdaimed, ^'Corne in!'* 

The next moment John Brownlow entered, with 
a light in his hand. " Up and away, sir, as fast 
as possible ! '' he said. '' A company of Lambert's 
troops are in the place; and they were reading 
last night, where the officers are quartered, a 
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proolamation, oidering the apprehension of several 
persons, amongst whom was named one stated to 
be passing under the name of DenzH Norman.'* 

''Passing under my own name, th^P' said 
the young gentleman, with a smile. 

'' Sut not all your names, sir,'^ replied the young 
man, ''or else they are mistaken; for some one 
mentioned your being in tiie village, and they are 
to be here at day-break to take you out of your bed." 

"Well, leave me then, good John,'' replied 
Denzil, " and I will rise and go. I have been in 
worse perils than this before now, and shall be 
in worse still before they make me lose heart. It 
is hard to be hunted thus, like a hare before the 
hounds; but still we must abide our fate. Bun 
up to Doctor Aldover's, if you would serve me, 
and have my horse ready." 

" That is cared for," answered John Brownlow; 
" the horse is at the end of our garden. I will 
go out in the front and watch till you are ready. 
Alice is below." 

Denzil Korman rose in haste, and driassed him- 
self; placed all his small portion of worldly goods 
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in his saddle-bagSy and was about to descend, when, 
by the growing light, he saw a paper lying on 
the window-seat. He could not remember having 
left any there ; and, on taking it up and looking 
at it closely, he perceived that it was in the same 
hand-writing as that which had been given him in 
the vaults. He had no time to examine it farther; 
but, hastily concealing it in a pocket between his 
vest and his shirt, he threw the saddle-bags over 
his arm, and went down to the room below. 

The cottage windows were still closed; but Alice 
Brownlow was standing beside a table, on which 
was a light, with a grave and thoughtM face. She 
did not move when he entered ; but Denzil advanced 
towards her at once, and took her hand, saying, 
** Alice, I must away, and that with all speed ; but 
I shall never forget the hours I have passed here ! " 

" Stay not to speak of such things," answered 
Alice; "every moment is precious for flight! " 

"I must stay to give you three commissions,'' 
replied the young gentleman: "flrst, give that 
gold GaroluB to your uncle. I promised him some- 
thing fbr attendance. Is it enough ? '' 
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''Too xnuchl'' anowered Alice. 

** Next, there are five for good Dame TJnwin,** 
he oontinued rapidly ; ^' I am poor, or I would send 
her more. Will you give them to her for me ? '' 

''I will/' answered the beautifdl girl, with an 
anxious look; ''what is the third? speak quiokly !" 

Denzil Korman still held her hand in his, and 
his fingers clasped more warmly round it, while 
he gazed in her beautlM face with a look of strong 
affection. ''The last is," he said, "loye me, as I 
will you, till we meet again.'' 

Alice made no reply, but a warm glon^, like that 
of the rising sun, sprang over her cheek and brow. 

"Will you do that, too ? " asked Denzil in a low 
and agitated voice. 

"It were soon promised," replied Alice; "fi)r 
in a week you will forget the cottage girl.'' 

"Never!" he replied eagerly; "never while I 
have life! Perhaps there has been a struggle, 
Alice, between prejudice and love ; but the strug- 
gle is over for ever, and if I escape — if I live, 
I will return to ask this dear hand. Oh! give 
me hope to cheer me by the way." 
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^'Go^go!'' said Alices tomiiig away lier face; 
" every inoment tanngs yoa into danger/' 

Before he conld answer, John Brownlow hqiiied 
into the cottage and looked the door behind him. 
''This way!lhisway!"heeried; ''they are eoming 
down the hilL Qnicky quick!** and he oanght 
Denzil's ann and drew him towards the dooTy which 
led through the kitchen to the garden behind. 
Alice, as if by an impulse she could not resist 
started forward and laid her hand on that of the 
young fdgitiye. Denzil cast his arms round her, 
and pressed his Ups upon her cheek. "Be true! " 
she whispered; "and you shall find me true." 

The next instant he was in the garden, and 
he could distinctly hear the measured tramp of 
marching men. The ground sloped down on that 
side of the house towards the river and the 
Talley; and the thick apple trees afforded a com- 
plete screen to almost all the little paths which 
had been formed in the garden. Through these 
John Brownlow led his companion with a quick 
step, till they reached a hedge with a low gate in 
it, within fifty yards of the stream. 
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To the gate was fastened Denzil iN'onnan'B 
horse; the saddle bags were soon attached to 
the saddle; and, putting his foot in the stirrup, 
the young gentleman held out his hand to his 
companion, saying, ''Farewell, John, with many, 
many thanks. We shall meet again, I trust, in 
happier days, when I can thank you better." 

" God bless you, my lord ! " replied John Brown- 
low. '' Hark ! there is some one running down 
the hill — away, away ! Over the turf, that they 
may not hear you.'* 

Denzil was in the saddle in a moment: his 
horse was fresh and full of fire; and, bounding 
forward over the turf by the river side, he soon 
bore his rider beyond pursuit. 

For two hours Denzil Norman rode on without 
drawing a rein; but often directing his course to 
the top of any high hill he came near, in order 
to examine the country he had passed, and ascertain 
if any one followed. He could see no signs of 
pursuit, however, and at length ho halted in a 
meadow by a little stream, to let his horse drink 
and crop a mouthfdl of the green grass. His first 
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. thoughts were of Alice; but there were othen 
that came soon and pressed for attention. ** I will 
to the north/' he said to himseLP; '* bat now for 
this other paper ; " and, drawing it forth, he ex- 
amined it more minutely than he had been able tp 
do before. It was all legible enough, and he read 
the following directions, eyidently intended for 
himself, although the paper bore neither address 
nor superscription. 

" Go with all speed towards Newcastle,'^ se 
ran the writing ; ** but avoid Lambert's posts. In 
the village of Ck)rbridge, stable your horse at the 
inn called the Hart. Tou will meet there a short, 
stout, dark man, whom you shall ask if his name 
be Gideon. If he reply, 'Tea,' then tell him 
that Portsmouth hold& out against the army ; that 
the soldiers sent against it have declared for the 
Parliament ; that the troops in Londcm have done 
the same ; that Lawson and the fleet will abandon 
the fanatics ; and that Desborough's force is safe : 
but, above all, let him know that Fairfax holds 
York, and that he may trust in him. Stir not 
from Corbridge till you see him." 
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** These are stnuige directions/' thought Denzil 
Normazii ** but yet I will follow thexDi although 
I doubt the accuracy of the tidings. Who can 
this short dark man be?'' 

His reverie was interrupted by the distant blast of 
a trumpet, and, springing on his horse again, he was 
soon once more upon his way northward, nor stopped 
till he had put the distance of forty miles between 
himself and Landleigh. Still the journey before him 
was long; difficulties and obstacles interposed : now 
he found himself in the neighbourhood of some of 
Lambert's forces^ and was obliged to take a circuit of 
several miles ; now his horse casta shoe, and no black- 
smith was found to replace it ; now he was impeded 
by finding no boat at a ferry; and thus eight days 
elapsed before he reached the &ir banks of the Tyne. 

It was late in the evening when, after descend- 
ing the river for some fifteen or sixteen miles, 
he inquired for the village of Corbridge, and was 
tdd that it lay about a mile before him. Slackening 
his pace, then, that he might enter the place with 
the appearance of a mere traveller journeying 
leisurely on his way, he reached the inn doof^^ 

c 
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jmt as the son was settmgy and carefbHj attended 
to his hone hefixre he entered the room of general 
reception. Hie ^oimd it entiid^ Tacant^ and a 
host, irithoat nrnch cnstmn, amdoos to diofw aU 
attention to an unexpected* goest The hest of 
ererything was soon placed before him, and his meal 
was jnst finished, when he heard the sound oi 
horses befbre the door. Some lime dapsed with- 
ont any one appearing, and expectation h^gan to 
&de away, when he heard a voice without giving 
some orders, apparently to a servant. The next 
instant the door opened, and a stranger entered, 
who eyed him for a moment and then sat down at 
a distance. Denzil Norman examined him welL 
fie was somewhat above the middle age, a stout 
man, and a dark one, but he could hardly be called 
short, although he was not so tall as the yowig 
cavalier himself. The expression of his countenance 
was somewhat grave and stem; but, after the 
first look, he took no notice of his companion 
in the room until the landlord had served him 
a frugal supper, and a black jug full of some 
drink. As the latter was put upon the table 
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the stranger asked a question in a low Toice; 
and, when the room was again olear^ he 
turned his head towards Denzil Korman, and 
said, with a less surly expression of fsioe, ''The 
landlord tells me, sir, you come from the side 
of Carlisle. Is there anything stirring in those 
parts?" 

''He is mistaken, sir,'* answered Denzil 
Norman; "I have not been near Carlisle; my 
journey has been from the southward." 

"Ay, indeed!" said the stranger, and he 
proceeded with his supper. 

"Perhaps, if you belong to this part of the 
country," said Denzil, after a short pause, "you 
can inform me, sir, where I can find a person 
who calls himself Gideon." 

"There might be more difficult things than 
that," said the stranger. 

" Is your own name Gideon ? " demanded the 
young gentleman. 

"Tea," replied the other. "Tou haye news for 
me, it seems." 

"I haye," replied Denzil; and he pi 
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to repeat to bim precLsely the infinniatioiL which 
had been contained in the piqper. Ab he did 
80y he watched his companiotn's ooimtenance; 
andy although he conld see that the intelligence he 
conveyed was not without effect, yet the indications 
were too slight for him to judge whellier that 
effect was pleasurable or otherwise. 

''When did you set out?*' demanded the 
stranger, after tiie detail was conSluded; and, on 
being informed, he replied, ''Methinks the furies 
must have given you this information even before 
the events happened." 

"They did," replied Denzil Norman. "At 
least, I know no other source whence the intelli- 
gence came." 

"Indeed!" said the other. "You are a good 
messenger to bring tidings without knowing whence 
they come. But methinks you should have a paper 
for me, young gentleman : have you it about you ? " 

" I have," replied Benzil I^orman somewhat drily, 
for he was not altogether pleased at Hhe tone of 
authority which the other assumed. " Here it is ! '^ 
and he laid it down upon the table before inm, 
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wi&oat taking the trouble of rising to deliyer it. 
The other man Bmiled, rose from, his seat, crossed 
the room^ and took the paper. He then examined 
the cypher by the light, and seemed to read it 
oyer attentively ; bnt his brow grew instantly dark, 
and he demanded sternly, " Do you know the con- 
tents of this paper, young man?'' 

''The part which is written in English I do 
know," answered Denzil Norman. "Of the rest 
I comprehend not one word." 

"Happy for you, you do not," said the other; 
" happy for you that your want of reverence makes 
me believe that it is so, for, were it otherwise, I 
would hang you on the tree before the door. Never- 
theless, you shall be taken care of; and, as you 
would value your life, take care how you use your 
tongue with those people in whose hands I place 
you. Ho I without there ! bring up a guard." 

"Yes, my Lord General!" answered a voice; 
and the next moment several soldiers appeared 
at the door. 

As may easily be conceived, the feelings of 
Denzil ITotman were of no pleasant kind; Imi 
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tfaoe was about ^ csnUSea oi fliat peziod an 
aamimxitiiMi of indifBaeiice to the cyOb of life wbioh 
was not of the beat aehool of jfbSlaaa^bj, bat which 
afEbcted e?ea Hioae of higlier-tQiied miiid and 
chancier. ^I ahoold lemonrtrate, ar," he aaid, 
*' upon bdiig sabjected to ioooiiTemence for having 
Tery CLTilly borne yoa a meaBage, the import of 
irtiich I did not undeiBtand, if lemoDstEaiioe were 
Ekely to be of any avail; but, having lived long 
in a ooontry where neither law nor reaaon are Tery 
effiectoal, I think it beat to hdd my tongoe." 

" Yoa do wisely," replied the other drily; and 
then added, addreasmg the officer of the guard, 
''Bemove him!'' 

''Shall we search his person, or ftir«MniTift his 
papers^ my Lord General?'' demanded the officer. 

'' Yoa will do at yoor peril anything more than 
the strict letter of my commands," answered the 
other, ''which are, to remove him, and keep him 
onder arrest with all doe civility till I make 
farther inqoiries. Send Mr. darges hither.'* 

"One qoestion before I go, sir," said Benzil 
Nonnan. ** Hay I ask at whose command I am to 
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be sabjeoted to imprisomnent, for, amongst all th» 
Lords Generals whom we have lately heard of, I am 
tmaoqnainted with the name of General Gideon?*' 

''He was a feuoionB man, too, in his day," replied 
the other with a faint smile, *' and a great general; 
but my name is Monk." 

" Oh ! very well," replied Denzil, with a mind 
a good deal relieved, and, without &rther comment 
or resistance, he followed the officer of the guard 
out of the room. 

The life of Denzil Norman for some time was a 
very unpleasant one, for it was a life of uncer- 
tainty and of confinement. The belief generally 
prevalent, that Monk was fEivourable to the royal 
cause, of course, had its effect in relieving his 
mind from any eierious apprehensions for his per- 
sonal safety; but yet to be in the midst of scenes 
where the great game of policy was playing, with- 
out knowing any of the moves, and without the 
power to take any part, uncertain of his own £Ette, or 
the fate of his country and Mends, was at onoa 
painfiil and exciting. Bumours he could not but 
hear— movements he could not but see ; but tho^^ 



tnifiL of tifis one, ad tbs anm of the oQwr, lie 
cBwId Bot in my deyee feine. Be wis treated wifli 
general dnlitj, and gzadaaDj kad moie liberty 
aZIowed hiai tfiaa at €zst; bat itill he was obliged 
to eonfader bliuaclf as a pnaoaeiv *Bd seemed man 
tile iport of capocetiiaiL file object o£ jostpveeantian* 
At one time be waa ynnittoid to go oat for an bonr 
or two on parole; at aaoAer waa stnc^ confined 
in wbaterer place die annj mi^bt be. SoBBedmes 
be fired weQ in bis prison; a ometim es had HtUe 
more allowed him than mere bread and water. 

Aom tiie small town where he had been 
captiuedy he was lemufed to Berwick^ tiben to 
E dinbuigh , tibcn to Ooldstream, and tiien advanced 
witii file annj into Englsaid in fiie midst of a 
severe winter. But that whidi stniek him as most 
onacooimtable was^ fiiat not fiie dighteKt inqniiy 
waa made whh i^ard to his name, station, or 
quality; no examination took place of his small 
baggage which was always carefaQy placed in the 
«ame room with himself; and had it not beoi for 
the goaid at his door, and the occasional changes 
which occmred in his treatmenti he should have, 
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thought that IConk had entirely forgotten him. 
At lengthy on a wintry and inclement eyening, the 
army approached York, and the well-remembered 
cathedral appearing in the grey light, showed 
Denzil Norman that he was coming near a city 
where he was known to many, and threw Mm 
into meditation in regard to the chances of effect- 
ing his escape by their aid and assistance. 

A little reflection, however, induced him to 
refrain from attempting it. There was something, 
he could not help thinking, yery peculiar in 
Monk's conduct towards him. Perhaps, indeed, he 
was influenced in this yiew of the case by the 
treatment he had lately received; for, since the 
army reached Durham, his fare and his quarters 
had been yery superior to those which he had met 
with before. However that might be, he was 
inclined to imagine that the General was not so 
harshly disposed towards him as his demeanour, 
at first, might have induced him to believe; and 

in the end he asked himself, ''I wonder what 

• 

effect perfect frankness will have upon this man?" 
The opportunity of trying was soon afforded to 
him» for, as he was riding with a tcQKs^ \s^ 



if 
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side. Monk himself passed by on horseback, gave 
him what seemed to be a casual glance, and 
rode on to the head of the anny. In aboat 
ten minutesy howerer, a young officer appeared, 
and infonned the prisoner that he would be 
permitted to choose his own lodging in the town, 
upon the condition that he presented himw^^lf 
every morning at the General's quarters. 

"Give my humble duty to the Lord General," 
replied Denzil, ''and tell him that, for particular 
reasons, I cannot avail myself of his permission 
till I have spoken with him for a moment." 

"Bide on with me, then," said the young 
officer; "but you must be quick, for he is going 
forward into the town." 

Monk was soon overtaken, however, for he 
had stopped to converse with some of his 
principal officers, and the message of his prisoner 
was delivered to him as soon as a pause took 
place. He looked at Denzil for a moment, from 
under his bent and somewhat shaggy eye-brows, 
and then, beckoning him up as he rode on, he 
asked him abruptly, "What is the meaning of 
this? Is your money expended?" 
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''Not BO, sir/' answered Denzil; ''but you 
cautioned me to be careful of what I said and 
did, making me imagine that you would rather 
I Bhould have no communication^ public or privatCi 
with any of my Mends. I have now to tell 
you that I have more than one acquaintance in. 
York, and its neighbourhood, with whom I shall 
most likely be brought into communioationy if 
I am at liberty in the city." 

Monk mused. "It were well to avoid it," he 
said at last. "Who do you know at York?" 

"I know the Lord Fairfax/' replied Denzil, 
"and several others in the town." 

"I will consider," answered Monk. "Retire for 
the present!" and without another word he rode 
on, leaving his prisoner in custody of the trooper. 
That night he was lodged at the quarters of the 
General, and remained two days a close prisoner. 
He was sitting at an early hour on the third 
morning, feeling some mortification at the result 
of his f^ranknesB — ^for though, according to the 
old copy-line, "Virtue is its own reward," yet 
we are seldom inclined to be satisfied with that 
sort of recompense — ^when the door q(^i^^ 
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and, with bis dow step and sedate carriage^ Honk 
himself entered the loom, and sat down. 

'* You are discreet, young gentleman," he said, 
** and honest — ^rare qualities in the world ! I can 
trust you, which is what I can say to few men." 

He paused for a moment or two, and Denzil 
asked himself what this preamble was to lead to. 
The stop was so long, however, that he had 
almost come to the conclusion that Monk had 
delivered himself of all he had to say, when that 
officer resumed, '' Under these circumstances, and 
upon the assurance of Lord Fairfax, I have 
resolved to give you all personal freedom, notwith- 
standing your boldness in bringing me letters 
containing matter little short of high treason." 

" I was perfectly ignorant of the contents," 
replied Denzil, *' not being learned in Arabic, or 
whatever tongue they were written in." 

" You knew who sent them, at all events," 
replied General Monk ; " and that was sufficient." 

"Not so," answered Denzil Kormanj "I was 
as ignorant of one as the other." 

" Strange enough ! " replied Monk. ** But to 
le point. I will give you, as I have said, all 
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reasonable £reedoin upon conditions, which are, jBrst, 
that you accompany me soberly and quietly to 
London, presenting yourself at my quarters every 
morning ; secondly, that you mention to no one who 
or what you are ; and thirdly, that you make no 
attempt whatsoever in favour of persons who may 
be your Mends without communicating with me.'' 

Denzil marked, with very strong emotions, the 
last phrase in Monk's address. In difficult times', 
and circumstances most perilous to himself, he had 
learned firom very small indications to guess at, 
if not divine, men's feelings and intentions ; and, 
with a heart greatly relieved, he replied, ** I accept 
all the terms, my Lord General, and you shall find 
that I adhere to them punctually. Perhaps, when 
you find that I do so, you may grant me per- 
mission to absent myself for a short time, as I 
om anxious, on many personal accounts, to visit 
once more the place from which I brought those 
letters you have mentioned." 

<< AU in good time, aU in good time ! " answered 
Honk; ''but now, remember, should you have 
occasion to speak with me, or any information to 
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give, affecting the good of the State, say it not 
rashly, even should I seem alone; for th^re be men 
full of doubts and jealousies, who have not even 
scrupled, in this very town of York, to bore a 
hole through my chamber-door in order to gain a 
hearing of my private comverBation. I warn one 
who wiU take a warning, I think ; and I will beg 
you to remember, young man, that there is a cer- 
tain name which it is an offence to mention in the 
ears of many people in this land with whom I 
am at present compelled to deal, and therefore it 
must never be uttered between you and me." 

"May I know. Lord General," said Denzil, 
** how I am to contrive to obtain private audience 
of you, should it be needful ? " 

"Merely say, when you come to me," replied 
Monk, ''that it is your wish to speak with me 
in private, and I will find the means. Be ready 
at my call, however, whenever I may want you ; " 
and thus saying, he left the room. 

The thoughts of Denzil Norman, when Monk ^as 
gone, were of Alice Brownlow ; and they were sweet. 
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It was a bright morning in the month of Hay, 
1660, and the light and shade were skippinir 
over the fair village of Landleigh, bringing out 
a thousand different beauties in their passage, 
when the sounds of drum and trumpet were 
heard upon the castle green, and a small body 
of horse rode in and formed in line nearly opposite 
to the great gates. The smallest event has its 
rumour, and it is therefore no wonder that a fiill 
hour at least before the entrance of the soldiers, 
the tidings of thoir approach had reached Land- 
leigh. Thus — although those were times of 
doubt and suspicion, and the sober citizens and 
peasantry, even when fanatically inclined them- 
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selves, looked upon the military hypocrites of the 
day with much awe and trepidation — a number of 
the inhabitants of Landleigh, amongst whom was 
many a stout young peasant and buxom country girl, 
were assembled on the castle green to see the arrival 
of the soldiers. The officer at the head of the troop 
was no very favourable specimen of the class to 
which he belonged, either internally or externally. 
Though not absolutely ugly, his countenance was 
anything but prepossessing; though tall, and in 
reality strong, there was a shambling, ungainly look 
about his limbs which gave one no great idea of his 
corporeal vigour. His character was one not iin- 
frequently met with in every age, but which was 
peculiarly developed by the times of which I speak. 
Excitable, sensual, and worldly, he had cunning 
enough to discover that his passions could be best 
served, and his interests advanced, by an as- 
sumption of zeal for the predominant tenets of the 
day. He had pursued this course cunningly for 
many years, and there are few minds so incapable 
of enthusiasm as not to obtain, by long habit^ a 
tincture of the views they affect. As a maji is 
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sometimes deceived by his own lies, so are men 
frequently cheated by their own rogueries, and 
Colonel Okey doubtless believed himself a fanatic 
in religion, and a republican in policy. 

But a truce to description. We have to do with 
a few of the man's actions, the springs of which 
will be easily understood by those who have at 
all studied the history of man. After marshalling 
his troopers and glancing his eyes round the 
villagers with a look which, when it rested upon 
the female part of the assembly, betokened no very 
unearthly feelings, he harangued his men with the 
common-place cant of the wilder and more enthu- 
siastic sectaries, who then struggled to retain that 
power and predominance which they had for many 
years enjoyed and misused in the land, wresting 
texts of Scripture from their original meaning, and 
applying them, in the most forced and extraordi- 
nary manner, to the events of the times. With all 
the rest he mingled a confusion of commands and 
directions, which none but those accustomed to 
such strange oratory could at aU comprehend, 
and from which the villagers, habituated to the 
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homely, but intelligible^ preaching of Mr. Gideon 
Samson, could only make out that General Lam- 
bert was in arms for the repose and domination 
of the saints, and that the soldiers were ex- 
horted to denounce every one, wherever they might 
meet with him, who could even be suspected of 
&vouring the malignant proceedings of Papists, 
Prelatists, and Presbyterians. He ended by a 
call upon the inhabitants of the place, under the 
most fearful denunciations of wrath, to give up 
without delay aU persons who might harbour or 
conceal themselves in the village from the wrath 
of GKkL and man : and then, dismissing his troopers 
to their quarters, he rode slowly into the village 
himself, followed by one or two of his ofiicers, 
after having commanded a muster of the troop at 
the same place, and at the hour of five in the 
evening. He took his way straight down the high 
road, going at a slow pace, and examining the 
different houses as he went with the eye of one 
seeking a comfortable lodging; but it would seem 
that he had previously received some information 
concerning the characters and opinions of the 
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inhabitants, for he at length fixed upon a house, 
by no means the best in the place, but one 
inhabited by a man after his own heart — the 
grocer, or, as we should call him, the chandler of 
the village. Mr. Culpepper's notions of predesti- 
i^tion, saintly freedom, sufSiciency of grace, and 
other dogmas, were held in high detestation by 
Mr. Gideon Samson, whose own doctrines were 
uniformly pronounced cold, comfortless, and carnal 
by the more enthusiastio grocer. After feeding 
liberally, and drinking somewhat deep, considering 
the early hour in the morning. Colonel Okey 
held a long private conference with his worthy 
host, at the end of which he walked out into 
the village, and visited several of the houses and 
cottages, amongst which was that of Eoger 
Brownlow, where he remained for some time in 
private conference with the ci-devant sexton. It 
might seem, indeed, that the subject-matter of 
their conversation was of no great moment, for 
when they issued forth from the room formerly 
tenanted by Denzil Norman, John Brownlow, who 
was below, heard with consternation his worthy 

4 
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fither aaBoring Colasiel Okej that he had been 
'^bewitched bj- the old hag," under whidi denom- 
inatioiiL the yonmg man naturally canclnded -was 
meant poor old Martha Uninn. 

''Well, Master Brownlow/' said the Goknid, 
''I will Tisit and interrogate her this Tery day, 
and on my retnm will proceed, in her case and 
all others, to put down the kingdom of Satan, and 
establish the reign of the Saints npon earth." 

Thus saying, the worthy Colonel quitted the 
cottage^ and a somewhat sharp dispute took 
place between &ther and son in r^ard to the 
repatation of Dame Unwin. But the Colonel's 
last words implied a hint not lost to the ears of 
John Brownlow, who, as soon as the angry dis- 
cussion was oyer with his father, hurried away 
to the cottage of the poor old woman, to warn 
her of the officer^s Mendly intentions towards her. 
As he approached the house, he thought he heard 
the voice of his fEiir Jane raised in higher and 
less gentle tones than usual ; and, lifting the latch, 
he pushed the door sharply open. It struck, 
with a violent clatter, upon the steel back-pieco 
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of Colonel Obey, who was holding both Jane's 
liands tight in his own, and addressing words to 
her pure ear which made the blood boil in the 
veins of her lover. The hypocrite let go his 
hold and started back; and, placing himself by 
Jane ITnwin'fi side, John Srownlow stood gazing 
in the officer's face, strongly tempted to knock him 
down on the spot, yet dreading the consequences 
to all whom he loved. 

With a swaggering and supercilious air, often 
assumed to cover confiisiott, Colonel Okey turned 
to the door and qidtted the cottage without saying 
a word ; and, in an hour or so after, he was once 
more pouring forth the rabid strain of hypocrisy 
and cant, with which he was wont to delight the 
ears of his fanatical soldiers. 

The following morning the troops marched out 
of the village, and the inhabitants rejoiced in the 
thoughts of having got rid of their unwelcome 
guests; but John Brownlow remembered the hint 
that Colonel Okey had given of his intentions 
to return, and with a degree of vigour, determi- 
nation, and good sense which his fellow-villagers 
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liad not expected of him, he took the first steps 
towards preparing the people of Landleighi for 
resisting, in case of need, the aggressions of 
the insolent soldiery. Presbyterians and Churchmen 
fbr once nnited together to make common cause 
against those who were enemies of both, and, 
with the exception of Mr. Culpepper and a few of 
his particular associates, all the inhabitants of 
the place prepared themselves, determined to 
resist to the last. But, alas ! professions of resist- 
ance in peaceable men are not much to be depended 
on; and when, two nights after, a corporal's 
guard entered the village, bringing intelligence that 
the Colonel and his men would be there early on 
the following morning, the scene of consternation 
that ensued amongst those who had been so bold 
but a few hours before, was both ludicrous and 
lamentable. Bumours crept amongst them, whether 
spread by the soldiery or not I cannot tell, that 
the Lord General Lambert was in the immediate 
neighbourhood with a large force — ^that he had 
defeated the troops of the new Parliament, and 
proclaimed a pure and perfect Republic, the whole 
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affairs of which were to be carried on by a com- 
xnittee of twelve saints. The people of Landleigh, it 
would appear, were in a very ungodly state, for they 
seemed to dread nothing so much as this saintly 
domination. Some were actually preparing to ran 
away; but a mere lunt from a single soldier was 
quite sufSicient to make the most forward of them 
skulk back to their houses : and, early the next 
morning, the report spread through the village that 
both good Doctor Aldover and Mr. Oideon Samson 
had been apprehended in their beds without warrant. 
By the grey daylight John Srownlow was at 
the door of good Dame ITnwin's cottage, and he 
was not kept long waiting ere it was opened for 
him. A hurried consultation ensued as to what 
was best to be done, and at length it was deter- 
mined that Jane and the good dame should take 
xefage in a part oj^ the ruins of the castle, where 
John Brownlow assured them that they might 
lie concealed till the soldiers departed. ^'I wiU 
come to you at sunset, dear Jane," he said, ''and 
bring you provisions, and all that I can think; 
of to make you comfortable." 
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Jane teemed to entertun no apprdienaans; 
bat the old lady — all witch as she iras— enters 
tained a great dread of the faiiy; and it was not 
without much persnafflon that she was indnoed 
to go forth with her grand-daughter to maike abode 
near the spiiifs well. Their little joonfiy was 
not without trepidation^ for Jane fimded she saw 
a soldier in erery bush they passed in the lane 
leading to the castle green; and, by the time 
they reached the end of it, all three became con- 
yinced that they heard steps following. Quick* 
ening their pace to a run, howevery they passed 
the open space in safety, darted through the 
old portal, and were led by John Brownkw up 
a narrow and tottering stair to a small chamber 
in one of the gate towers. 

" No one would ever think of seeking ^r you 
here," he said ; " and as I go down, I wiU take 
away one of the stone steps that are loose, so as 
to make it seem more difficult than it is to get up. 
Don't be lightened, good Dame Martha, for the 
£airy is a kind &iry, and one soldier is worse 
than any that ever danced upon the green." 
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The good lady, however, made him repeat over 
and over again his promise to rejoin them at sruiBet, 
and to sit up with them till the oock crowed at dawn. ' 

Daring the morning there was a parade of the 
troops on the castle green, and an examination of 
Mr. Gideon Samson and Doctor Aldover before 
Colonel Okey ; and there had been a search for old 
Dame TJnwin and Jane, and a proclamation with 
sound of trumpet against sundry malignant enemies 
of the state and commonwealth of England, amongst 
whom the [^principal person was Charles Srook, 
Lord Eustace, reported to be harbouring in or 
near the village of Landleigh. But the parade of 
the troops passed over, and the soldiers returned 
to their quarters. Nothing was extracted from 
Mr. Gideon Samson but fiery abuse of Anabaptists 
and fanatics and fifth-monarchy men, nor fix)m 
Doctor Aldover but meekness and submission. 
Dame TJnwin and her grand-daughter were not 
found; and, at the name of Lord Eustace, the vil- 
lagers shook their heads, and murmured that it would 
be long (Bre his enemies found that good, kind lord, 
ibr he had died at Worcester fight. The day, in she 
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went bj with less results of any kind than had been 
expected ; and all seemed quiet in the village when 
the sun touched the edge of the horizon. 

At that moment John Brownlow was standing 
under the arch of the castle gateway, loaded with 
many things to make the two poor fugitives as com- 
fortable as might be; and, after taking a cautious 
look round, he entered the tower on the left, 
and began ascending the dilapidated stairs. 

Hardly had he disappeared, when, silently and 
quietly, four men came forth from a part of the 
ruin on the right of the gate, showing the feu^es 
of Colonel Okey himself and three of his soldiers ; 
and the commander whispered, " After him, quick 
and noiselessly! You will find them all together 
if you go quietly." 

The soldiers hurried on, and were lost to sight 
under the low arched door of the stairs, while 
Colonel Okey himself remained under the gateway. 
In less than a minute he caught the sound of loud 
voices, speaking above, ^nd an unpleasant smile came 
upon his fjEUse. Then descending steps were heard 
through the loop-holee^ and in a few moments more 
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poor John Brownlow, with old Dame Unwin and 
Jane, appeared under the guard of the soldiers. 

" Here, bring them here ! " exclaimed the officer, 
taking a few steps into the great court. *' Let me 
look at their faces. Here's a pretty one at least ! '^ 
and he put his hand under Jane XJnwin's chin. 

It was more than John Brownlow could bear, 

and he was starting forward with his fist clenched, 

when a voice exclaimed, "Forbear!" in a tone 

sweet and musical, but loud and penetrating; 

and all ejes turned towards the spot whence the 

sound seemed to proceed. There, standing as 

before, on the other, side of the well, appeared 

the same beautiful figure, clothed in white, with 

the sort of lustrous light upon her face and 

garments, which Denzil Norman had scon wheil 

first he visited Landleigh. 

"Forbear!" repeated the figure. "Bad man, 
forbear ! " 

Every one was silent for an instant; but 

then, with an exclamation strangely mingling 

blasphemy with flanaticism. Colonel Okey darted 

forward towards the well. 
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"It iB the £017! It is Hie faiijl" cried Jane 
UnwiiL 

"Were it Beelzeimb, I wofold bring him into 
captivity/' said ColoneL Okey; bnt the fiuiy receded 
before him, and, ere he ooold ran lonnd the well, 
she had reached the same gloomy archway tiiroo^ 
which she had disappeared when foUowed by 
Denzil Norman. 

"Keep them fsist tQl I return!" shouted tiie 
officer, turning his head to speak to the soldiers, 
and the next instant disappearing in the gjoom. 

"Yerily, he is rash to trust himself with 
spiritual enemies ! " said one of the soldiers, gaang 
at the walls and towers opposite. "Mayhap she 
will lure him to some perilous place, and there 
seek to destroy him." 

His words seemed to be verified the moment 
they were spoken; for hardly were they nttered 
when, in the dear evening twilight, the beauti- 
ful figure, in its floating white gannents, was 
seen walking with a step of light along the very 
edge of the crumbling battlements, where the 
loose stones seemed hardly fitted to support the 
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very softest tread. The next instant the head 
of Colonel Okey protruded &om a small door-way 
in a tower, looking upon that part of the curtain 
along which her course lay. The figure paused 
as if poised in air; and a clear short laugh was 
heard, followed by the words, "Come on, come 
on!'' and instantly Colonel Okey sprang forward, 
several of the stones giving way under his feet^ 
and rolling into the court below. At the same 
time the figure he was pursuing resumed its rapid 
course towards a round tower, in the western wall 
of which were still to be seen the fragments of a 
stone stair-case, that formerly led up to the higher 
apartments of the keep. She reached the foot of 
the tower, and then began to ascend by the broken 
steps, which were only supported on one side by 
the old wall into which they were built. 

'' Forbear, Colonel, forbear ! " shouted one of 
the soldiers. ''Do not sacrifice the life of one 
of the saints in pursuit of a shadow." 

But the officer hurried recklessly on, and then 
began to mount with a slower step, when suddenly 
a black arm was thrust through one of the loop- 
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holes, and at a edngle blow hurled the fimatic down 
into the court below ; while, at the same moment, 
the female figure disappeared, yanishing apparently 
into the body of the tower. 

''I knew it, I knew it ! '' cried one of the soldiers. 
** It was written in the Book that he should be so 
slain, even by the powers of darkness ! " and, at 
the same moment, he sprang forward towards the 
spot where the unhappy man had Mien. The 
two others were following, when they were 
reminded of the prisoners by a somewhat un- 
timely movement of Dame XJnwin towards the 
gate; and, unceremoniously drawing their swcNrds^ 
they commanded the unwilling captives to march 
on before them to the spot where their unsanc- 
tified commander lay. To the surprise of all, 
however, on approaching, they found Colonel Okey 
endeavouring to raise himself upon his arm. 
His escape might indeed have been considered 
miraculous, in a fall from such a height, had it 
not been that some thick and tangled bramble- 
bushes had gathered round the foot of the tower, 
and had received him, on his descent from above. 
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in ar soft, though somewhat thorny, bod. Sorely 
bruised, indeed, he was, and stunned, and confused 
with the fall ; but the evil spirit was by no means 
driven out of him, and his first exclamation was 
an order to look weU to the prisoners. He 
remained some time upon the ground unable to 
rise ; but when, with the assistance of one of his 
troopers, he succeeded in getting on his feet, he 
poured forth long and bitter complaints in regard 
to the misfortune which had befallen him, savouring 
very little of saintly resignation. Indeed, the ez« 
pressions that he used were neither more nor less 
than imprecations in another form, and probably 
comforted him as much as a volley of oaths would 
have solaced an habitual swearer. With these 
complaints over his bruised body, he mingled orders 
for removing the three prisoners to the house where 
he had taken up his abode, aad guarding them 
strictly till he should be weU enough to deal with 
them as he might think fit. This done, he limped 
away, grumbling every step he took ; and was fiain 
to call for the assistance of Doctor Aldover to 
soothe his hurts as best he might 




CHAPTER X. 



^^^^^v^^^v^^rw^^'^^ 



SiTBELY there is no faith to be found on earth. 
"We tmst not; we hope not, as we should trust and 
hope were we really and thoroughly convinced 
that there is an oyer-rulmg Proyidence, a just 
Judge, a future state. We look to this world 
alone. If we trust, it is in our own strength; if 
we calculate, it is upon worldly chances; if we 
despair, it is because this life is our all. 

The heart of John Brownlow burned within 
faim as he sat during the livelong night in a 
small garret-room with a soldier at the door, 
separated from his companions, and every mo- 
ment fancying her he loved exposed to insult, 
and perhaps to injury, from a brutal and licen* 
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tiouB hypocrite. It was in yain that he tried to 
console himself; it was in vain that he looked 
around for help or hope. He trusted not — ^he 
thought not of trusting where trust only is sure; 
and he passed the whole hours of darkness in the 
fever fits of cold despair and fiery indignation. He 
saw the day break at length without having closed 
an eye; and the soft light of the early morning 
was perhaps more painful to him than the shadows 
of the night. He heard people moving about; 
he heard voices speaking; he thought he could 
distinguish the tones of his dear Jane ; and he 
would have given all that he possessed on earth 
for some intelligence of her fate. For many hours, 
however, he was kept in the bitterness of sus- 
pense. No one came near him, no one spoke to 
him, except when once he tried to open the door, 
and the voice of the sentinel without bade him 
keep quiet under the threat of the strapado. 

At length the door was thrown back, and he 
was hurried, with a good deal of rude brutality, 
into a large room — a sort ^^ ^^> indeed, it might 
be called, which had been built by worthy Mr. 
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Culpepper as a {dace of meeting for hhnaelf and 
his feHov-ilmatics. A table was stzetched across 
the iq»per end of tiie zoom, beyond wbick was 
placed an ann-chair. A soldier, with an ink-hom 
and some paper, sat at one end of the table ; and 
Colonel Okey himfiflf, with his head bound up 
and his azm in a sling, was seated in the dudr 
of state. At a little distance firam the table stood 
old Itartha Unwin and her daogihter, both as 
pale as death. Several of Gie yillagers, more 
especially of the Colpepper £uition, were between 
them and the door; and behind all were a 
number of troopers, mostly with grave taces and 
arms folded on the breast 

The room, indeed, had somewhat the aspect of 
a court of justice ; and old Boger Brownlow, who 
stood before the table speaking, seemed acting 
the part of a witness. The sight of his father 
in such a capadiy was no great consolation to 
the young prisoner; nor were the first words he 
heard at all calculated to relieve his anxiety. 

^* That is quite sufficient," said Colonel Okey, 
as John entered, apparently addressing his &ther. 
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'< She sliall have a fall trial by water ! Take her 
away, Hezekiah Strong- i'- the -arm, and worthy 
Good -fight-the-fight-of -faith Perkins. Conduct 
her quietly to the river side at the deepest part, 
and cast her in, taking care that she reach not 
the land on the same side, but that, if the fiend 
help her, she pass clearly over. If she succeed 
in doing so, we will give her over to the fire ; for 
no witch must be suffered to dwell in our Israel." 

The old woman uttered not a word; for, to say 
the truth, her senses were quite benumbed by 
terror at the prospect of a fate— to the disgrace 
of the land be it spoken — ^not at all uncommon 
in England at that period. Jane, however, cast 
herself upon her knees before the brutal tyrant 
who threatened her aged relation with the dread- 
fiil alternative of perishing by water or by fire, 
and poured forth wild entreaties for mercy, mingled 
with appeals to the villagers present to give some 
testimony of the acts of kindness and Ghristiaii 
charity which had so often been performed by 
her, now so brutally condemned. 

Okey gazed at her with a fiend-like smile, and 
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liiai bedmiiai to her to come round to fbe same 
odeonwliidLhewaBattnig; but, at that mamen^ 
John Brownlow's indignatko. mastered all pm* 
dsncctf andy nlnrUiig ftrwaid througji tiie crowd, 
he eaog^ Jane's ann, exdainiing^ **Qo not near 
him, Jane. Hie is a base, lewd hypoente, and 
jmi know it. Go not near him, my loTe. He 
dare not do what he has threatened." 

''Ha, ha! yonng viper's spawn!" exclaimed 
Okey. ''Dare not? Bo yon think Ihat we have 
girded np our loins and ridden toth with our 
swords upon onr thigh for nothing ? Ton ehaU soon 
learn what the saints of the Lord dare when 
tihe spirit moves them. Have yon not aided to har- 
bour and conceal that malignant traitor, Ghades 
Brooke, called of men Lord Eostaoe? Hia;?e yon 
not comfbrted him and abetted him after prodama- 
tion made, and contrary to Hhe laws of this land 
of England? Have you not reoeiyed rents for 
him, and ofEiarings from dark-minded and penrerse 
men, who were once his tenants, bat who now 
owe nothing to any one but the Commonwealth 
of England, and those to whom it shall give a 
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portion in the marrow and fatness of the land ? 
Dare not to deny it, for thine own father is a wit- 
ness against thee, and against himself also, if we 
choose to be extreme with him; bnt, considering 
that he has given ns a knowledge of these things, 
and how we may bring the most guHty to justice, 
we will spare the older adder, seeing that the poison 
is squeezed out of its fangs ; but we will tread upon 
the head of the younger adder, lest it bite the heel 
of the saints. In less than one hour shall the malig* 
nant Charles Brooke become the captive of our bow 
and spear ; for we have surrounded his hiding-place 
with godly men, who will take care not to let him 
forth. In the meantime, however, we will smite 
his comforters and adherents hip and thigh; and 
thouy and the prelatic malignant Aldover, who con- 
sorted with thee in thy evil deeds, shall die within 
ten minutes from this time, even upon the green 
before the castle gates. Here, Obadiah Jason, take 
the young man away, and bring the old man out of 
the prison where thou hast imprisoned him; and 
see that they be both shot to death upon the green 
within ten minutes^ for which thou shalt have our 
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wananty aocoidiiig to the porters grsnted ub by 
OUT comTnisHifln under Hhe seal of tlie Gonmiittee 
of Safety. What is it» Joahua Scroggs^ thoa man 
of valonr ? What causes that tmmilt at the door, 
and who is it thon halest along so stmdily ? '' 

''Yerilyy he is a Gaptive whom we have 
taken, worthy Colonel^" replied i^B corporal, 
to whom he addressed himself speaking in a 
harsh rade Toice. ''I was hastening irp with 
my men to relieye the goard at the gates of 
the castLe, and I honied my steps when I was npon 
the green, for methonght I heard the Toices of 
many persons speaking loud and tomnltaonsly. 
But, lo! the sentinel was walking ealmly at his 
post, and he heard not the sonnds that were 
revealed to my ears, when, suddenly, I beheld this 
youth walking slowly towards the castle, ssid I 
saw in him all the signs' of a man of Belial. 
Behold his love-locks and his boots of French calf- 
skin, and his sword-knot of blue and white, and his 
G— d-d — ^mme hat, with a band of ostrich feather ! 
and, meditating with myself, I. said 'Woe be to the 
land when such things walk abroad in open day ! ' 
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and therewith I apprehended him, and brought him 
hither. Stand forth, thou man of Belial, and give 
an account of thyself! ** And he pulled roughly the 
arm of a man, the principal part of whose face and 
figure was concealed by the crowd which filled the 
lower part of the room. 

" I will stand forth, if you will make way," re- 
plied a voice ; '* for, to tell you the truth, my good 
friend, you have only brought me where I was 
coming." And, at the same time, putting the soldier 
somewhat roughly aside, Denzil jN'orman advanced 
into the little open space before the table, and took 
his place by the side of young John Brownlow. 

"Who art thou, bold boy?" demanded Colonel 
Okey, gazing upon the young gentleman with 
some surprise, and not altogether without appre- 
hension, as he marked the calm and almost 
contemptuous smile with which the young cavalier 
looked at him. " Take off thy hat ! Enowost 
thou in whose presence thou standest ? " 

" Oh, sir, ! I am sorry to see you here," said 
John Brownlow, with his fingers clasping tighter 
upon those of Jane, whose hand he held| and 



But Beanl Ti 
Rpfiedto Colo^ 
faaoMot I sund; hat, Kiaddoi, I ikOl hxf 
mj kat ^oa aij bad, as I have b» M.tmjiJL 
£r n^ ooe I ne befrve bc Xoq ariEBd ny 
mne^ sir. It is Benal Scntfa!" 

"Ha! ha! hart dm finid b^ nma cmh^?" 
■dd (Mwj; "bat nov dialt tiiM know vhat it 
is to be in the bands cf tibose whoirill noiipaie. 
Art tboo, I ask the^ tiiat Beoail ITooDaD, Lnd 
Bkranty who slew -mj iiepbew, my astet^s son, 
when flum wert but a hoj at Wonester?" 

"I am," replied the young cavaEer, wiflioot 
the sH^test sign of emotiiHL; "but what of 
thaty Master Okey? It was hand to hand in 
fair fight — a hid of eighteen against a man of 
thirty. He died fighting against his king; I 
lived to fight for my king another day." 

''That fhon shalt never do/' answered Okey; 
''for thon hast seen the last son thou ever ehalt 
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see. Take bim away, Obadiah Jason, and do 
him to death with the rest." 

'*Nay, nay," answered Denzil ITorman; "not 
quite so fast, Master Okey. A word or two more 
before we part." 

'' Take him away ! " shouted Okey, by no means 
well pleased at the young nobleman's bold bear- 
ing and tranquil smile. ''I know what he counts 
upon — ^the nest ci traitors and scorpions in 
London, and the false and deceitful Monk; but 
he shall find himself deceived, for, were it the 
last day I had to live, this hour shall he die. 
Take him away, I say!" 

''Nay, then," answered Denzil Norman, putting 
his hand into his breast, '' if you be so imperatiYe, 
Master Okey, I must take another course;" and, 
drawing forth a pistol, he levelled it across the 
table at Okey's head, adding rapidly, '' The man 
that lays a hand upon me signs your death- 
warrant. Bid them hold back ! " 

"Hdd back, holdback!" cried Okey, his face 
taming pale; "hear what the young man has 
to say." 
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*'It will be soon said, Master Okey/' answered 
DenziL " listen ! all m&o. In virtue of a com- 
mission under the hand and seal of General Monk, 
commander-in-chief of all the land forces of 
England, I hereby apprehend you, John Okey, 
for high treason, and I command you instantly 
to suirender. You, troopers of the seventh troop 
of lilbume's regiment, by the same power and 
authority, I command you to lay down your arins^ 
and every man to betake himself peacefully to 
the house where he is quartered, to await the 
decision of the commissioners in your case— giving 
you, at the same time, to know that!the commissions 
of Generals Fleetwood and Lambert have been 
revoked by the Council of State, and that, six days 
ago, the latter — ^who resisted the authority of 
Parliament and the CoimciL — was encountered near 
Daventry by Colonels Streater, Ingoldsby, and my- 
self, his men routed, and himself taken prisoner, 
to be dealt with according to law. See that 
you obey! To you, villagers — if you move a 
hand or utter a word, Colonel Okey, I blow' 
your brains out on the spot — I have more joyful 
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tidings to axmounce. Your King is restored, bring- 
ing with him pardon and oblivion for all offences^ 
toleration for all religions, and peace and happiness 
to his subjects. Neither have any fear of these 
misguided men who have quartered themselves 
amongst you ; for know that the^ castle and the 
church are, by this time, in the hands of my regi- 
ment, and that the report of this pistol will fill 
this room, in one minute, with fedthful subjects of 
his Majesty. — ^Long live King Charles 1 " 

''Hark!'' cried a voice from behind, ''there is 
a drunu" 

As is usual in such cases, a momentary hesita- 
tion had come over those persons who, an instant 
before, had felt the greatest confidence in their own 
power and strength, now that they perceived the 
chances were turning against them. It was not, 
indeed, that they were utterly dismayed ; but their 
minds hung in the balance, as it were, as to what 
course they should pursue, and the least weight 
thrown into either of the scales was certain to 
decide between the most opposite courses. 

The sound of that drum had well-nigh given the 
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preponderance to the more timid policy; bnt there 
was more than one stent heart amongst Okey's 
troopers, and the stontest of them all, becaose the 
most fanatical^ was that of the corporal, Joshua 
Scroggs. ** What !'' he exclaimed, starting forward, 
while the rest stood round with looks of moody hesi- 
tation, ** do onr hearts wax fEont because the battle 
rages strong against ns ? Shall we be deprived of 
the captives of onr bow and spear because tiie 
Amorite triumph in the hill country? Did not 
Barak, the son of Abinoam, coming out of Kedesh- 
Naphtali, go up against the host of Jabin, King of 
Canaan, with few people, and did he not prevail 
against him ev^i by the side of the river Eishdn? 
and shall we be afinid because the castle and the 
steeple-house are in the hands of the Philistines? 
No ! verily, this young man shall die as thou hast 
said, and the other young man, and the old man 
with him, because they have brought the abomi- 
nable things into our Israel, even a kiog and a 
king's crown, which the land had spued forth.'' 

^'Beware, Colonel Okey, beware!" eried Denzil 
Norman. 
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" Hark ! they are in the streets before the 
house!" cried a 3roiing man from the window, 
looking out. 

*' Call them up ! ** shouted the young cavalier ; 
and, instantly letting go Jane Unwin's hand, 
John Brownlow started towards the window. 

One of the troopers, however, threw himself 
in the way, and knocked him down with the 
hilt of his sword, when at once the confusion 
became general. 

Some voices shouted, '' Long live King Charles ! ** 
some, ''Down with the men of Belial!'' The 
crowd in the room swayed hither and thither 
as several strove to push forward, and not a few 
to escape; and, in the midst of the confiision, 
Joshua Scroggs threw himself upon the young 
Lord Blount, and endeavoured to pinion his arms. 
But Denzil was as strong and more active, and, 
turning the pistol from Okey towards the 
head of his assailant, he fired, and the man fell 
back, knocking down, with his ponderous weight, 
one of the soldiers who was hurrying up to his 
assistance. A loud rushing tramp was heard 
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firam tiie door, as of a nniltitade of feet hnrrTisg 
up tbe fltaiiBy and, the next moment^ a nnmber 
of fteel cape and grim tsices appealed ponring 
in, and the Toice of Beniil Nonnan shouted 
aloud, ^'Airefit eveij man found in anns, and 
let the rest go ! Qoietly, quietly : we have had 
too much strife already." 

" Take that, at least, fer thy part ! " cried one 
of Okey's troopers, levelling a carbine towards hinu 
A villager, however, who stood near, struck the 
man a blow (m the arm at the very moment he 
was pulling the trigger, and the shot, passing by 
Denzil Norman's head, with one of those retribu- 
tive accidents which we so often see occur, hit 
old Eoger Brownlow on the temple, and laid 
him convulsed and prostrate on the ground. 

No farther resistance was offered: the troops, 
who might now be called Boyalists^ poured into 
the room, and, although the scene of confusion, 
of which I will not attempt to give the details, 
continued for about a quarter of an hour longer, 
all was at length quieted, and Colonel Okey an^ 
his companions removed from the room« leaving 
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Denzil Norman with some of bis officers and one 
or two of the yillagers. Amongst the latter was 
John Brownlow, who, notwithstanding his own 
deliyeranoe from peril and immediate death, felt, 
too keenly to experience joy, not alone the sad 
&te which had befallen his father, but the 
treacherous course which that father had pursued. 

** Be comforted, my good friend," said the 
young nobleman, after he had given orders to 
remove the body to the old man^s cottage. 
''This was an accident which but shortened his 
days by a very brief space, and, perhaps, it is 
better to terminate life with one brief pang, sud- 
denly over, than to endure prolonged suffering, 
or the wearisome exhaustion of gradual decay." 

John Brownlow was a simple and not very 
well educated peasant. He affected to be nothing 
more ; but there is something in plain good sense 
superior to all education and to all talent, and 
he replied, ''I think, my lord, that everything 
must depend upon preparation ; and it is with 
grief I ask myself, ' Was he prepared ? * *' 

Lord Blount felt rebuked; but it was done 
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withoiit the slightest aasumptioiiy and he replied 
at once, ''That is too time, ^everthelessy my 
good firiend, let ns not, even in our thou^ts, 
limit God's mercy. 60 home now, and tell 
your £ur cousin that I shall he at your house 
soon. I have many things to deal with; hut 
I will not he long ere I visit you." 

John Brownlow smiled £untly. ''You will 
not find Alice there/' he said; "hut I will tell 
you more, my lord, when I see you. She, too, 
has had duties to perform, and has performed 
them well ; hut, if I might advise you, your lord- 
ship would look to the safety of Lord Eustace. 
He was your old friend, I understand, and if 
these men have dared sudi things here, what 
may they not have attempted tiiere?" 

"My old Mend!" relied iiie young cavalier. 
" He was more than a father to me; hut I fear 
not for him. They had no power to injure him. 
Now leave me, John. We will soon meet 
again." 



CHAPTEB XL 
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An hour had passed, and, while minute after 
minute of that time crept hy, not less than a 
third part of the time had been spent by Denzil 
Norman, Lord Blount, in deep meditation, with 
his hands coyering his eyes, as he sat in 
the chair so lately occupied by Colonel Okey. 
His orders had been given-— his arrangements 
made — soldier after soldier had quitted the 
room — and no one remained, on that floor of the 
house, but the guard at the door. He was left 
all alone in the hall, where one of those littie 
tragedies had taken place, which, though enacted 
in a smaller space than the greater dramas 
performed on the wide stage of the world, often 
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afEbfd ft deeper and more conoentzstBd iniuwd. 
The hall was large, as I have said, and looked 
larger in its yacancy. Bendies and settles 
had been remored, and nought remained upon 
the floor bat the dazk-ied stains of blood where 
the soldier and Boger Brownlow had feJlen. 

Twenty minotes may seem a long penod fir 
meditation, but who can tell how many were the 
different images which presented themselves to the 
young man's mind during that time— 4i0w wide was 
the range of thonght — ^how discnrsive and how 
erratic was the course that it pursued ! In diose 
twenty minutes the present and the past were 
revolved, and the future came in for its share of 
consideration; but memory, perhi^ was the most 
busy, and the eight or nine years last past pre- 
sented a thoiusand objects to arrest the mind. 

It was only wonderful that so much was 
crowded into so small a space. Where did 
his thoughts wander? To Worcester field— the 
flight — ^the pursuit — ^the first battle he had ever 
seen, with its fiery strife, and its thrilling interest 
•—the disastrous defeat — the breathless gallop 
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for life and liberty — the long concealment — the 
passage to another land — the life of privation, 
adventure, and care, and all that had sncoeeded, 
seemed like a dream — painful, confused, irregular, 
yet ftdl of dark and powerful emotions, and 
things which could never be blotted from memory. 
But if from the fountain rose up drops of bitter- 
ness, yet there was one sweet and balmy stream 
mingled with the less refreshing waters, and 
seemed to enrich and beautify the garden of the 
future. It sprang from the memories of the 
place in which he then was. In a humble cottage, 
with nothing to decorate, to enrich, or to beautify, 
there appeared to remembrance a form and a 
fkce never to be forgotten. His ear still seemed 
to hear the musical tones heard many months 
before, his heart to thrill, his imagination to 
take fire, with the high thoughts presented to 
him by a simple peasant girl. There was no 
hesitation — there was no doubt — ^as to his own 
conduct. He had learned a deep, a stem, 
a wholesome lesson in adversity, and he 
had not learned it in vain. Worth is letter 



202 THX LASH OF 

tifli wmM — footbmt pvaUr tlo iitimeiiim. 
And, after that long paaae of thooght, he 
rose, and potting on his hat again — for he had 
lemoved it, as if to eool his heated hroir» 
while the foznaoe <^ thooght woEked within — 
he went to the doar, and demanded, ''Has the 
Xing been prodaimed in the TiDage?'' 

"l^Oy myLocd," replied the man; "yon gave 
no Olden." 

''Qoick, order np my horse!" replied the 
yomig nobleman, " and bid the trumpeters 
monnt. Shame on me that I neglected it for 
a minnte!" 

Then descending to the door, where a number 
of the soldiers were waiting his pleasure, he 
gave various orders for marching off the prisoners 
who had been taken in the town, and £xr 
commnnicating intelligence of all that had 
occurred both to Colonel Ingoldsby and to the 
Commander-in-Chief. He then mounted his 
horse, and, with a small party of troops following, 
and three trumpeters preceding him, he rode 
through the village, proclaiming the King 
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at every open spaoe. His last halt was before 
tiie castle, where the whole of the regiment which 
had accompanied him to Landleigh, drawn up 
in battle array, occupied the right-hand side 
of the green, while the yillagers, in a con- 
siderable number, stood^ with every sign of 
rejoicing, beneath the castle walls. A loud 
shout greeted his approach, and, in answer to 
the proclamation, a hundred voices shouted, 
''Ood save the Eing!'^ — a sound which had 
not been heard in Landleigh for many a year 
before. The young lord looked around over 
the faces of the country people, but he saw 
few that he recognised; for neither Alice 
Brownlow, nor her cousin, nor Jane, nor good 
Dame Unwin were present. In the firont, 
indeed, was the thin spare person of Mr. Gideon 
Samson ; and, spurring his fiery horse up to him, 
the young nobleman shook him kindly by the 
hand, expressing regret that he had suffered 
imprisonment by the fanatics; adding, however, 
" As it was for conscience' sake, my dear sir, 
you will not, I am sure, regret it." 
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lEr. Smioii wm abmit to reptj, m iotImji 
a tooxer ftndn ihaa woal, idioL good Doctor 
Aldover ftood fimrud, and, wifli tens in lus 
ejeSy gteeted his fixmor guest ''Ah! mj desr 
yoong lord,*' he said, **I lemember yoa now 
rig^ welL How eoold I be so sti^id as to 
forget yoa! thoo^ lack-a-d^! yoa are moeh 
changed — ^bat so, indeed, am L I Izost, however, 
fliat yoa will be my goest again, and take ap 
yoor qoarters with me while yoa stay/' 

Denzil Konnan was answering kindly, and 
bending from his hose, with Doctor Aldover's 
hand in his, to speak a &fw words more 
privately to his old fidend, when an officer 
rode ap saying, ''We have examined every 
nook and crarnqr, my lord, bat we can find 
nothing." 

'' That is strange," answered the yoong noble- 
man. "My information is positive, bat I shall 
probably receive farther intelligence soon. Let 
the matter pass for the present, and be with 
me at eight to-night. In the meanwhile, dismiss 
the troops to their quarters; but see that good 
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order be strioily preservedy and tliat iiie prisoners 
be well treated." 

As he spokOi Denzil Norman dismounted from 
bis horse, and, passing along the line, addressed 
a few words to the soldiers — ^brief, but kind and 
energetic; and when he had done, and seen 
them begin to file off, he turned again towards 
the villagers, looking apparently for Dootor 
Aldov^. The worthy physician, however, had 
disappeared; and, telling the peasantry that, if 
they would meet him there on the following day 
at twelve, he would treat them to as much beef 
and ale as they could lay into their skins, in 
honour of the King's restoration, Denzil walked 
slowly into the castle court, and gazed around 
him for a moment or two with an air in some 
degree melancholy. 

Some of the villagers, before they departed, 
peeped in through the archway, to see what 
the young commander was about; but, one by 
one, they dropped away, some of them saying 
to each other as they went, "He is waiting to 
see the tSury, I will warrant.*' 
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In the ineaiitimey Denzil l^Tonnaii took ont 
his watch, and commimed with himself in a low 
mnnnar. ''I should like to see/' he said, with 
a slight smile, perhaps at his own credulity — ''I 
should like to see whether this sight will appear 
again. It wants but half an hour to sunset. I 
win wait and watch, and go down to the cottage 
after nightfall. It is growing very sultry, me- 
thinksy" and, passing through the arch again, he 
looked forth over the sky. To the southward and 
eastward heavy clouds were rising up and ad- 
vancing with great n^idity, although, as he stood 
there beneath the ruined walls, not a breath of 
air fanned his cheek; and, walking round to the 
farther side of the building, he gazed out over 
the scene below, seeing the dark shadows sweeping 
up over the sunshiny lands, while a long black 
fringe, stretching from, the edge of the cloud to 
the very ground, told that the rain was descend- 
ing in torrents not far off. A dull flash passed 
before his eyes as he gazed, and, turning back 
towards the gates of the castle, he placed him- 
self under the heavy arch, and gazed towards 
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the well. The BtmBhine, which, Btreamiiig 
through the portal, stretched out across the 
green grass of the court, growing longer and 
longer as the sun declined, had just reached 
the margin of the well, and the deep clouds, 
stretching far over the sky, seemed ta gather 
the whole light under their gloomy canopy. 
The rays, changing from the warm yellow 
first assumed a yiolet colour, and then a 
rosy red, so that some fragments of glass 
in the old window frames seemed actually 
to send forth flames. More than one flash 
had succeeded the first which Denzil Norman 
had seen, and one loud roll of the thunder 
had been heard, when suddenly a broad blue 
glare spread over the sky, and a thin line 
of zigzag light darted rapidly down before 
his eyes, and struck a pinnacle of the old 
keep, which towered up on the right-hand 
side. In an instant, a large mass of the 
stonework was cast down, joining the crashiog 
noise of its ML with the deafening roar of the 
thunder. DenzU Norman pressed his hands 



ilwrft Id bsfv depoTBd Inn of ^^g^itb 
WJkb. ht opened tiieiBi apihij and lonheid towsdf 
Oe wdl, fte 8me figure he had mm, befiove 
WM H*'^^'"c fliere; but itaw a partiom of tiie 
vinie gai im'iito was cut over Ihe head, and tiie 
fiMe was cntir^ Tefled. The joang geofleman 
tpoBg fiorwaidy but, wbile he wm jet some 
fifteen or twenty paces from ihe wdl, ihe figure, 
wlndi had been peifec^ motionlem befae, 
nosed one aim with a warning motion, and a 
▼oioe said, **TUMl no fniher!'* 

''Tdl me, then, extzaoidinaiy being, what 
yon are!** exdaimed BenzQ Kormany paosang 
in his adyanoe. 

** That matters not to yon ! " she said. " Inqniie 
not of things that concern yon not, bnt listen 
to words that may benefit yon. Yon have 
followed counsel, and yon haTe prospered. 
Follow it now, and yon shall have better than 
prosperity — ^peace! All shall nndergo a change 
in this land. The old things have passed 
away; the new are coming. Yon stand npon 
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file limits of two great epooh% with aa impasiaibLe 
gnlf between them. Men ahall try to bring 
back that which has gone by, and they flhall 
&il. Strife and bloodshed will follow, and 
corruption and wickedness shall reign; but do 
you mix in none of these things. Hoe the 
court and the citiesi and live amongst your own 
people on your own lands. Be a brother to 
some, a fiather to others, a Mend to all: and 
suffer not yourself to be tempted into places 
where kings resort; for, in this day of all days, 
it is dangerous, if not wicked. Hold your- 
self aloof from every flBu^tion and every party; 
and let the gay and the light scoff if they 
willy the sober and the steadfast will love and 
approve. This I am commanded to teU you: 
will you obey as you before obe3red i If you do, 
you shall be rewarded." 

''Host assuredly I will," replied Denzil 
Norman; ''for, in truth, such was my de- 
termination ere you spoke. Now, one word 
more — " 

"Enough!" said the figure, waving itf 

p 
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hand, ''enough! Ton shall find him you seek 
before this night be over.^ 

She took a step back as she spoke, and, as 
she did so, another vivid flash of lightning 
blazed through the castle court. He could see 
the livid fire play around the form before him, 
and, at the same moment, a loud crash was 
heard mingling with the thunder, and one of 
the large elms, shivered by the lightning, ML 
in a slanting direction across the well, brushing 
the garments of the young cavalier even as he 
started away. 

** It must have Mien upon her ! " he exclaimed; 
and, advancing rapidly, he looked round in 
every direction. But the figure was no longer 
to be seen, and the next instant the sun went 
down, the dark douds stretched over flie sky, 
and all was darkness. 



CHAPTER XII. 



^»»w^»»^»<>Mrf>«»^»Aw» 



Thbottgh the thick shower of raioi with drenched 
garments and a somewhat disappointed heart, 
Denzil Norman took his way back from the 
cottage of John Brownlow towards the house 
of good Doctor Aldover. He had found no 
one at the cottage but the servant girl, and an 
old woman appointed to watch the body of the 
dead man. Neither could he obtain any infor- 
mation regarding Alice at all satisfactory to 
himself. The girl said she had not been at 
home for three days, and that she did not know 
where sher was; but that was all the young 
nobleman could extract from her; and let those 
who are younger than I am imagine the disap- 
pointment which such tidings gave to one who 
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far months, had been dwelling in the thought 
of seeing her whom he lovedf and calling her 
Ids own. The warm reception of good Doctor 
AldoTer cheered him, it is true ; and he was still more 
cheered by the worthy man's assurances that Alice 
Brownlow wonla soon be baefc again, and that she 
had only left the place from fear of the Bonndhead 
soldiery —^a term which the Doctor did not scrapie 
to use in the present instance, although he wonM 
rather haye eaten his hand than have applied it to 
the soldiers of the Commonwealth a month before* 

Ab soon as he had given this intelligence, how- 
ever, Doctor Aldover thought fit to pat on a grave 
look, and add, ''I am not sure, my good lord, that I 
ought not to send word to Alice that she had better 
remain away, for I do not half like a noble lord 
taking such particular interest in a cottage girL'^ 

*' If you do, I shall not easily forgive you," 
answered Denzil Norman ; '' but be under no 
fear, my good Doctor. I can act as a man of 
honour to a woman as well as to a man. I will 
now send for my luggage, and change my dress, 
for I am somewhat travel-stained and very wet" 
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^ Tou win find all your luggage in your room, 
my lord/' rq^lied Doctor Aldorer. "I took the 
liberty of telling your people that yon abonld 
qnarter nowliere ebe while yon were at Laadlengh. 
I will light you up; and, when you haye done, we 
will have another bowl of pnnch togetiier, and drink 
the King's health with a worthy friend of .mine 
who is anxious to be well acqiminted with yoiv'' 

«<Whati ICr. Gideon Samson?'' said the yonng 
noUeman. 

**TSfo, no!** replied the Doctor, ''one of a 
Tery different kidney: bat this is tiie wqr:" 
and he led his goest np the low open staircase 
to the room he had tenanted befbre. Some time 
ebpsed before Densil came down again, for, 
to say tlie tmth, he passed several minutes in 
meditation. At length, however, he descended, 
and found his way easQy enough to the good 
Doctor's library, guided partly by memoiy, 
pardy by the sound of voices speaking. On 
opening tiie door, he beheld two persons seated 
by tiie small square table in the window. 

* 

Doctor Aldover was one, the other was a noble- 
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looking man in black, with a pointed beaid, 
wbioh, as weU as his hair, was nearly white; and 
yet, to judge both ^m form and &ce, he was by no 
means &r advanced in life. He had a long rapier 
by his side, and his black doak had not been cast 
off. The moment the young nobleman entered 
he rose and gazed upon him steadfastly, while 
Benzil's eyes were busy with his features also. 
The next instant, however. Lord Blount started 
forward with extended hand, exclaiming, ''Oh, 
my dear lord ! this is indeed a joyM meeting. 
Where have you concealed yourself from me ? " 

''Welcome, welcome, Denzil!" said Lord, 
Eustace; "welcome, my dear boy! Well have 
you done your devoir as a loyal subject, a good 
soldier, and an honest man. What more need 
I to reward me for all the care I bestowed 
upon your youth?" and, at the same moment he 
took Denzil's hand with his own lef6. 

The young man looked somewhat surprised. 
" Nay, my good, lord," he said : " give me your' 
right hand, surely, if you love me as of old ! " 

" Tou will know the touch of it right well," 



THE FAIRIES. 216 

said Lord Eustacei stretching his right arm from 
beneath the doak, and grasping Denzil's hand. 

The yonng nobleman started back, exclaimingi 
** Gk)od heaven*! What is this ? It is cold as iron ! " 

''Because it is iron/' answered Lord Eustace. 
** On the bitterest day of all my lifCi Denzil, wounded 
in the right arm, and a prisoner on the field of 
battle, my escape was purchased at the dearest 
prioe that ever was paid for human safety — ^at a price 
which I call honour to witness I would not willingly 
have paid for a thousand years of the brightest 

A 

existence that ever was given to mortal man. 
Unattended for many days, the gangrene seized 
upon my wounded hand, and I lost it imder the 
surgeon's knife. Thanks to this good old man, whom 
you must remember well as my chaplain when you 
were a boy, this contrivance was procured for me, 
on a model brought from far, serving me wellnigh 
as well as the hand I had lost; for, by the move- 
ment of my arm, I can clasp and extend the 
fingers, as you see — aye, wield a sword or strike a 
stout blow, should it be needful. I have struck 
one, too, and not long since!" 
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<'Te8,IlisTelieaidofit,''repl]edBeBiiL ''Had 
it not been tor tint, I ma^ hsve oamBmmemha^ 
too late." 

"And far a dooe of TMiaie tmetaie!* added 
Doctor Aldofer. ''I had bitter intdligeBee tiian 
Kaster Okey tiioog^ far; and irbeB be aent lor 
mey after I bad been hxspt many boon inpriaoiiy in 
aote trepidation of mind and diHwnfbrt of body, I 
made bold to give Inm fliatirliidi I kmnr would 
lender fbe make mnocnoiia ftr ^S^bik or ten boms 
at least; bat now, by flie kave of both your 
lordshipe, I mQ retire and prepare a better potion 
than thatwliicli I gave the Boimdhead eokmdl — 
good punch, I mean. Perhaps^ too^ yon may have 
matters well to be talked over in private.** 

Ihns saying, he withdrew: and a kn^ a sad, 
and interesting oonversatian todc plaoe between 
the elder and yonnger noblemen, in whidi Bensi], 
for the first time, learned the events which had 
taken plaoe on Worcester field an lumr or two after 
nig^t-fidl — ^how a wifo and a danghter had devoted 
tiiemselyes to save a hnsband and fiither; and how 
the shot which had been intended fiir the esciq^ 
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ill 



tBijptive, had Btradk her whose life was far dearer 
to him than his own, as has been shadowed out 
in the first chapter of this history. 

''For years/' continued Lord Enstaoe, ''I hare 
mourned as few men oyer mourned. In secrecy 
and by night I caused the body of my departed 
saint to be brought hither, to my old castle of Land- 
leighy where the reyerend friend who has just left 
us. performed the last office for the dead in the 
vaults beneath the castle. Erery morning have 
I prayed beside her tomb— -every evening have I 
wept over her, and strewed the cold stone with 
flowers. I have lived the life of a hermit within 
those old walls, concealed and aided by a few kind 
friends and faithfiil dependents, who befriended me 
in my adversity as I had befriended them in my 
prosperity. The most skilftd and the most kind, 
because by nature the most timid, was good Doctor 
Aldover : and an idle story which spread amongst 
the villagers, of the castle being haunted by a fledry, . 
contributed much to my long concealment." 

"Nay, my good lord," replied Denril, "it was 
no idle story got up by villagers. The fUry 
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I lucfe aeea 'witfa my own eyes, and a right 
beaatifbl fiuiy die is. On the veiy same night 
when I saw yonr lordship in the vanlts heneath 
the castle, I beheld that fidry, and you mnst have 
beheld her too." 

He spoke with a smile, but Lord Eostace 
answered gravely: ''I saw no fairy, DenziL You 
mnst have been dreaming." 

*' Not so, upon my life ! " replied Denzil Norman. 
''I was called thither to that interview by the 
fairy's voice. I saw her with my own eyes that 
night ; and I have seen her twice since, aye, this 
very night, not much more than an hour ago. 
But, perhaps, my dear lord, the fairy was of flesh 
and blood. Had I not known that your dear 
daughter was in London, kept by the Lady lEary 
Palconbridge, under the tutelage of Cromwell, I 
should have thought it was her whom I beheld." 

Lord Eustace smiled with an incredulous shake 
of the head. "Well, Denzil," he said, "yoimg 
men and young women are hard to disabuse of 
their errors; but, as you have mentioned my 
daughter's name, let me speak at once, before 
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Aldoyer's return, on a subject near to my heart* 
You are well aware, I doubt not, it was the 
dearest wish of my beloved lalla that our Kate 
should be united to you, whom we had educated 
with so much care. The dear girl will soon be 
in my arms again. I find that her education has 
been in no degree neglected ; and as Cromwell, 
with a generosity but little to be expected, saved 
my lands from confiscation for her sake, saying 
that he would not spoil the orphan — ^he believing 
me to be dead — ^the wealth, which was abundant 
in other days, has only increased. Beautiful 
she is, Denzil — ^beautiM she must be; and with 
a right good will, a father's blessing, and a dowry 
which might suit a princess, I will give her to 
you as soon as we reach liondon. But you look 
grave, good youth. What is the matter? Does 
not the match suit you?" 

Denzil Norman paused for a moment ere he 
replied, and he felt his situation painful. For 
the man before him he entertained, as well he 
might, a son's affection. Lord Eustace had been, 
to him a father when his own father was no more 
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Lady Eustace bad been more tban a motber to 
bim. For tbe sweet diild, wbo, witb sncb for^ 
titade and presence of mmd, bad sayed ber £ither 
from imprisonment and death, be bad iblt, in early- 
years, a brother's afiEiBction. But yet there was 
something stronger still than all this to be set 
against it: there was love — ^the pure, high, first 
love of a warm and enthusiastic heart. That 
would have been enox^b; but there was some^ 
thing more. There was bonour-^-lbat feeling, that 
principle, that prejudice— call it what you will — 
which bad been early implanted in bis heart by 
the man who now spoke to bim— -which bad been 
dierisbed through life, and worshipped almost 
with idolatry. He bad spoken words to Alice 
Brownlow which could never be unsaid — ^wbich be 
could not, which be would not, wish unsaid. 
What were to bim the prejudices of the world— 
what the considerations of wealth, of rank, of station, 
iu comparison with honour and loye ! He kntfw that 
the light and gay might laugh; be knew that the 
proud and the selfish might scorn and blame: 
but be was not the creature of other men's opinionsi 
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and he hesitated not a moment. He paused, 
indeed, but it was with no hesitation. It was 
merely to consider how he might tell his tale so 
as not to pain or o&nd the hearer. 

''What is the matter, Denzil?'' demanded 
Lord Eustace, after waiting some moments for 
an answer : and his brow was grave and almost 
stem as he put the question. 

''I will tell you in a few words, my dear 
lord," repUed the young nobleman; ''and you 
shall judge, and will judge, as you always do, 
nobly and rightly. It was my fate, some time 
ago, to meet in this very village, in a humble 
station of life, without fortime, without family,' 
without anything to recommend . her but the 
loveliness of her person, and the high qualities 
of her mind, the only woman for whom I ever 
felt love. In a moment of danger and difficulty, 
when I little thought to see the bright isiys 
that we now see — ^when I little thought to meet 
you or any of my old Mends again — I told her of 
my love, and won a promise from her. Yet I. will 
own, had I known all that I now know — had I 
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been a prophet to £)resee the events which have 
taken place^ I would have done the same." 

*'Have you considered well, young man,'' 
said Lord Eustace, with a very grave farow> 
*^ that which you are about ? Have you bethought 
you of all that must follow? Eemember ihat 
the beauty must fade, and all those charms and 
graces which captivate the eye will pass away; that 
passion itself may die in its own flame, and the 
more solid realities of the world may acquire weight, 
even with a romantio spirit, as the hurry of the 
young blood is calmed by years, and thought takes 
place of passion. Have you remembered what 
it will be to see the cold civility shown by your 
peers to the young Lord Bloimfs peasant wife? 
to hear it told how you had been caught by a 
pretty fsuse? to bear all those petty slights and 
half-concealed contempts which follow surely in 
society upon an ill-assorted union?" 

<<Hy lord, I have thought of all this and 
more," replied Denzil. "I have put more 
questions to my own heart than you can or will 
put: and I have answered that, beautiM as 
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she is, were it mere beauty, I should never have 
spoken to her the words I have spoken ; but even 
had I done so for beauty alone, yet I would keep 
my word. I owe that to her and to myself. In 
doing so, however, I have no fears, no hesitation, 
either for myself or her ; for the mind is as lovely 
as the person, and the heart as beautiful as 
either. You smile, my dear lord." 

*^ Because you speak as a lover, and will act as 
a lover," answered Lord Eustace. "May your 
love long continue,* for in it only can you find 
happiness under such circumstances. But, good 
faith, I should like to see your paragon of perfection. 
You say that she lives in this village: I must 
surely know her. What is her name?" 

The colour somewhat mounted in the young 
lord's cheek as he replied, '* Alice Brownlbw 1 " But 
Lord Eustace shook his head. ** I know no such 
person here," he said. '^ There was old Bogor 
Brownlow, a tenant of mine, who has since proved 
traitor to his lord I find, and John Brownlow, his 
son, as good a youth as ever lived, who has served 
me well; but the old man had no daughter." 
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** He had a niece, though/' answered DentSL 

** I never met with her/' replied I/xd Eustace. 
'* I must ask good Doctor Aldovey about her ; 
for I must see her, in good flEtith, Denzil ; and, if 
she proves as you have reported her, you shall 
have my blessing on your marriage, as a fetther's. 
Ah! here comes the good Doctor himself. Tell 
me, my old and valued ftiend, who is this Alice 
Brownlow that my young friend Den2dl raves 
about ? " 

** She is all that is beautiful, bright, and excelo 
lent!" replied Doctor AMover; '^and is in my 
house at this very moment." 

^'What, you too enthusiastic!" cried Lord 
Eustace. ** Fray, let me have the fair lady's com- 
pany, my dear friend. Nay, I wUl go and fetch 
her myself. Where shall I find h»?" 

"Not so; I will bring her!" answered Doctor 
Aldover; and, going forth again, he returned 
a m(mient after, leading Alice by the hand. She 
was dressed as she had been when she went 
with Denzil to the church, with wimple and hood, 
almost like a nun; and, with a heart beating 
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warmly, he sprang up to meet her so soon as that 
beautifdl form appeared; but, without eyen look- 
ing towards him> Alice drew her hand from that 
of Dootor Aldover, and advanced with a qniclr 
and eager step towards Lord Eustace. 

The old nobleman threw wide his arms, and, 
casting hers around his neck, she leaned her head 
upon his bosom, and sobbed aloud. 

" Nay, Kate, nay!" cried Lord Eustace; "nay, 
my sweet Eate, be not so moved. What though 
this ungrateful boy here refuses your hand, all for 
the love of one Alice Brownlow, we shall find 
you a better husband, no fear. Gome, look up, 
my Kate. "Well I know joy will have tears as 
well as sorrow, and we have shed many of the 
former together, so the latter must have way. 
Eeep back. Lord Blount ! — you have refosed her, 
you know. Lo! you repent, do you? Well, 
take her, ihen, and forget Alice Brownlow in the 
arms of Catherine Brooke." 

" Never ! " answered Denzil, throwing his arms 
around her, "never, my good lord. My first love, 
and my last: call her what name you will— add 

a 
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titles, nmky distinctioii, fortane, everyttung that 
men hold dear — ^you caimot make me love her 
better than I loTed my cottage girl.^ 

''Thanks, Denzil, thanks to thatl" cried Alice, 
for so we most still call her, as he ever did. 
''But will you loye me as well, Denzil, as 
Catherine Brooke? to look, I am very much 
changed! '' and eihe threw back the hood from her 
head. Somewhat to his surprise, he then beheld 
that tiie dark black braided hair was gone, and, in 
its place, Ihe bright glossy tresses of a warm light 
brown, which he remembered hanging oyer the 
fair brow of flie child^ He only drew her closer 
to his breast. *' Aye," he said, " as Alice Brown- 
low — as Catherine Brooke — and, moreover, as ^* 

But she put her Mr hand upon his lips, 
saying, ** Hush, hush ! not a word of iJiat ! '' and 
she turned a timid glance to good Doctor Aldover, 
whose eyes were too fall of joyM tears to 
nofioe one-half of all that passed. 



L' ENVOYE. 
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DsABiT beloved reader, you have heard an 
old story as it was told by an old man upon an 
old Christmas night For some reason of his 
own^^you know old men are very whisudoal — 
he did not choose to go any farther, and it was 
quite in vain to question him. Perhaps the 
truth was he knew nothing more, for he was a 
man of scrupulous veracity, as I am. I would 
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hare been glad to hear the detaOs; but neyertihe- 
lesB I contented myself with what I had got-«- 
an exceedingly good plan in all circnmstanceGs 
dear reader; but for which, on this occasion, I 
had my particular reasons. In the first place, 
I conld not at all doubt that, nnder the circmn* 
stances in which they married, Denzil Norman 
and the Lady Catherine Brooke, otherwise 
Alice Brownlow, were as happy as any two 
people can be in this place of pilgrimage. I 
was satisfied, therefore, in regard to them, and 
wished them joy as heartily as good Doctor 
Aldover did, I do not doubt, after giving them the 
nuptial benediction when he was restored to his 
old core «t Landleigh — which I find, by the parish 
register, was in July of the year 1660. As to 
John Brownlow, who, by the way,* was Alices 
foster-brother, I have not the slightest doubt in 
the world tibat he married Jane TJuwin, and 
made her a very esceUent husband. 
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It is not a thing to be doubted at all: and 
I find in the records of the lionse of Fauoon- 
berg the following cnrions passage : — 

"Alice Brownlow, long educated by my 
Lady Uary as the Lady Catherine Brooke, she 
having been found in a house at Worcester after 
the battle at that place, and passed by her mother 
Janet for the daughter of Lord Eustace, was 
this day dismissed to her home with many 
presents, she having grown greatly in my lady's 
favour, by reason of her gentleness and docility. 
Item, a silver salt-cellar was given to her by my 
lord as a gift." 

In regard to Mr. Gideon Samson, I might 
have made my mind uneasy, having no precise 
information concerning himi but that I find 
many of the Presbyterian clergy fled from 
England into Scotland, to avoid the plague and 
Episcopacy; and as Sir Walter Scott^ in one of . 
his true histories^ records the lifb and actions of 
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a worthy gentleman of the same surname as our 
respected friend, I hare no doubt that he left pos- 
terity to carry on his yirtaes to o&er generations. 
The only persons of importance t6 be provided 
for, therefore, were the old castle and the 
£Eury. As to the old castle, its mins were shown 
with pride within my remembrance, by tiie anti- 
quaries of Landleigh, who pointed out to the 
curious a subteiranean oommunication between 
the building and the diurch, together with some 
stone doors in the remaining towers of the 
old fortalice, fitting so nicely into tiie masonry 
as not to be distinguishable to any but a prepared 
eye. The building has lately been rery much 
dilapidated by a greediness for stones which has 
come upon the population since numerous 
factories have been established by the banks 
of the stream: and sonle of the wi^ of the 
place have remarked that the castle is the 
best quarry in the neighbourhood. 
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Either from ibis desecratioii of her dwell- 
ing-place, or some other oauBe of disgust, the 
fairy has not appeared for many, many years, 
by the side of Landleigh well, though its waters 
remain clear and limpid, and the setting sun 
shines upon it every evening as before, throw- 
ing by his beams, reflected from its bright sur- 
face at that particular moment, a strange lustre 
upon any figure standing behind the fountain. 
Her memory is still cherished, however, by 
the older and the younger inhabitants of the 
place. The boys and girls look through the old 
archway, with timid expectation, as they pass 
on the summer evenings; and I once gave 
great offence to an old lady by hinting a suspi- 
cion that the famous fairy of Landleigh well 
was no other than the beautiful daughter of 
Brooke, Lord Eustace. 

On this important point I must leave all 
readers to judge for themselves; but, at all 
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■rentsy this was the last of the fairies, and the 
only one that ever appeared after William 
Ciinme, of Staffordshire^ was dead, and '' Witde 
Bishop Corbet" took his ''Farewell" of the 
Good People 



THE END. 
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